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To my much honoured, and no leſs truly 
beloved Friend, 


Edward Benlowes, Eſq; 


My dear Friend, | 
O bave put the Theorbo into my band, 

Y and I have played: You gave the Mu- 
fictan the firſt encouragement; the Mu- 
ck returneth to you for Patronage. Had it 
been a light Air, no doubt but it had taken the 
moſt, and among them the worſt ; but being 
a grave Strain, my hopes are, that it will 
leaſe the beſt, and among them you. Toyiſh 
Airs pleaſe trivial Ears; they kiſs the fancy, 
and betray it. They cry, Hail, firſt ; and after, 
Crucify : Let Dors delight to immerd them- 
elves in dung, whilſt Eagles ſcorn ſo poor a 
game as Flies. Sir, you have Art and Can- 
aur; let the one judge, let the other excuſe 


Your moſt affectionate Friend, 


1 


ky L . C FJ 
5 BY e 


READER. 


N Emblem is but a ſilent Parable : Let 
not the tender eye check, to ſee the 

allufion to our bleſſed Saviour figured 
in theſe Types. In Holy .Scripture he is 
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ſometimes called a Sower; ſometimes a Fiſh- 


er; {ſometimes a | Phyſician: And why not 
preſented fo, as well to the eye as to the ear? 
Before the knowledge of Letters, God was 
known by Hreroply Phicks. And indeed what 
are the Heavens, the Earth, nay, every 
Creature, but Hieroglyphics and Emblems of 
his Glory? I have no more ro ſay; I wiſh 
thee as much pleafure in the reading, as I 


had in writing. * Farewell READER. 


Y Father's back'd by Holy Writ led on: 
Thou ſheww ft a way to Heav'n by Helicon :: 
The Muſes Font is conſecrate by thee, 
And Poeſie baptized Divinity: \ : 


Bleſt foul, that here embark'ft : thou ſail ſt a- 
'Tis hard to ſay, mov d more by wit or grace, 
Each muſe ſo plies her var: But O the ſail 
Is fill d from Heav'n with a diviner gale: 
I hen poets prove Divines, why ſhould not 1 
Approve in Verſe this divine Poetry? 
Let this ſujj.ce to licence thee the preſs : 
I muſt no more; nor could the truth ſay-leſs.. 
Sic approba vit 
RIC. LOVE, Procan. Cant. 


—_— 


Tot Hores QUARLES, quot Paradiſus habet 
Lectori bene ale- volo. 


Lui legit ex Horto hoc Flores, qui carpit, uterqus 
Jure poteſt Violas dicere Roſas : 

Non è Parnaſo VIOLA M, feftive ROSETO 
Carpit Apollo, mag is quæ fit amœa, ROS AM 

Quot Verſus YIOLAS legis; & quem verba locutum - 
Credis, verba dedit : Nam dedit ile ROSAS 

Utque ego non dicam hx:zYVIOLAS ſuaviſſima; Tuts 
Ipſe facis FIOL AS, Livide, ſi violas, FS 

Nam velut e 710 L As ſibi ſugit Arazee virus: 
Vertis at in ſuccos Haſque ROSAS que tuos. 

Quas vielas Muſar, /I O L AS puto, quaſque recuſas 
Dente tuo vaſas, has, reor, eſſe ROSAS, 

Sic roſas, facis eſſe ROS AS, dum Zoile, rodis : - 
Sic facies has VIOLAS, Livide, dum wiolas. 


EDW. BEN LOWES 
A 4 | 


Brent-Hall, 
1 634- 
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| | THE | 
FIRST BOOK. 
The INVOCATION. 


R Out thee, my ſoul; ard drain thee from the dregs 
>. Of. vulgar rhoughts: ſcrew up the heighten'd 
Ot thy fublime Theorbo four notes high'r, (pegs 
And high'r yet, that ſo the ſhrili mouth'd quire 

Of ſwift-wing'd ſeraphims may come and join, . 

And make the conſort more than half divine. 

Invoke no muſe.; let heav'n be thine Apollo; 

And let his ſacred influences hallow "I 

Thy high-bred ſtrains. Let his full beams inſpire 

Thy raviſh'd brains with more heroick fire: | 

Snatch thee a quill from the ſpread eagle's wing, 

And, like the morning lark, mount up and ſing: 

Caſt off theſe dangling plummets, that ſo clog 

Thy lab'ring heart, which gropes in this dark fog - 

Ot dungeon earth ; let 5 and blood forbear 

Jo ſtop thy flight, till this baſe world appear 

A thin blue landskip: let thy pinions ſoar 

So high a pitch, that men may ſeem no more 

Than piſmires crawling on the mole-hill earth, . 

Thine ear untroubled with their frantick mirth; 

Let not the frailty of thy fleſh diſturb 

The new concluded peace ; let reaſon curb = 

Thy hot-mouth'd paſſion ; and et heav'n's fire ſeaſon + 

The freſh conceits of thy corrected reaſon. 

Diſdain to warm thee at luſt's ſmoaky fires, . 

Scorn, ſcorn to feed on thy old bloat deſires: 

Come, come my ſoul, hoiſe up thy higher fails, 

The wind blows fair; ſhall we ſtill creep like nails, 
| A5 That 


2 Emblems, Book 1. 


That glide their ways with their own native ſlimes; 

Xo, we muſt fly like eagles, and our rhymes 

Muſt mount to heav'n, and reach th' O/ympick ear 

Our heav'n- blown fire muſt ſeek no other ſphere. 
Thou great Z heanthropos, that giv'ſt and ground'ſt 

Thy gifts in duſt, and from our dunghil crown'ſt 

Reflecting honour, taking by retail 

What thou haſt giv'n in grols, from lapſed, frail, 

Arc. finful man: that drink'ſt full draughts, wherein, 

Thy childrens leprous fingers, ſcurf'd with fin, 

Have paddled; cleanſe, O cleanſe my crafty ſoul 

From — crimes, and let my thougths controul 

My thoughts: O teach me ſtoutly to deny 

My ſelf, that I may be no longer I: 

Enrich my fancy clarifie my thoughts, 

Refine my droſs; O wink at human faults ; 

And through the ſlender conduit of my quill 

Convey thy current, whoſe clear ſtreams may fill 

The hearts of men with love, their tongues with praiſe : 

Crown me with glory, take who liſt the bays. 
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Book 1. Emblems. 6 


I, 
JAM. 1. 14. 
Every man is tempted, when he is drawn away 
by his own luſt and enticed. 
Serpent Boe. 


Ser. Nor eat? not taſle? not touch? not caſt an eye 
Upon the fruit of this fair tree? and why? 
Why eat'ſt thou not what heav'n ordain'd for food? 

Or can't thou think that bad which heav'n call'd good? 
Why was it made if not to be enjoy'd ? 

Negle& of faveurs makes a favour void : 

Bleflings unus d, pervert into a waſte 
As well as ſurfeits ; woman, do but taſte: 

See how the laden boughs make filent ſuit 

To be enjoy d; look how their bending fruit 
Meet thee hallway : obſerye but how they crouch 
To kiſs thy hand; coy woman, do but touch: 
Mark what a pure vermilion bluſh has dy'd- 

Thy ſwelling cheeks, and how for ſhame they hide 


I Their palſie heads to ſee themſelves ſtand by 


Neglected : woman, do but caſt an eye. 1 
What bounteous heav'n ordain'd for uſe, refuſe not; 
Come, pull and eat: 1 abuſe the thing ye ufe not; 

Eve. Wiſeſt of beaſts, our great creator dil 
Reſerve this tree, and this alone forbid ; 
The eſt are freely ours, which doubtleſs are | 
As pleaſing to the taſte; to th' eye as fair: 
But touching this his ſtrict commands are ſuch, 
"Tis death to taſte, no leſs than death to touch. 

Serp. Piſh z death's a fable; did not heav n inſpire 
Your equal elements with living fire, 


Blown 


6 Emblems. Book 1; 


Blown from the ſpring of life ? Is not that breath 
Immortal? come; ye are as free from death 
As he that made you. Can the flames expire 


Which he has kindled? can ye quench his fire ? 


Did not the great creator's voice proclaim 


Whateꝰ er he made, from the blue ſpangled frame 


To the poor leaf that trembles, very good? 
Bleſt he not both the feeder and the food ? 
Tell, tell me then, what danger can accrue 
From ſuch bleſt food, to ſuch half gods as you? 
Curb needleſs fears, and let no fond conceit 
Abuſe your freedom ; woman take and eat. 
Eve. "Tis true, we are immortal; death is yet 
Unborn, and till rebellion make it death, 
Undue ; I know the fruit is good, until. 
Preſumptious diſobedience make it ill. 
The lips that open to this fruit's a portal 


To let in death, and make immortal mortal. 


Serp. You carnotdie ; come woman,taite,and fear not: 


Eve. Shall Eve tranſgreſs? I dare not, OI dare not: 


Serp. Afraid? why draw'ſt thou back thy tim'rous 
Harm only falls on ſuch as fear a harm. (arm! 
Heav'n knows and fears the virtue of this tree : 

"Twill make you perfect Gods as well as he. 
Stretch forth thy hand, and let thy fondneſs never 
Fear death: do, pull, and eat, and live for ever, 

Eve. Tis but an apple; and it is as good 

To do as to deſire. Fruit's made for food: 
1'11 pull, and taſte, and tempt my Adam too 
To ä ſecrets of this dainty. Ser p. Do. 
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Book 1. Emblems. 7 
S. CHR YS. ſup. Matth. 


He forced him not: he touched him not: only ſaid 
caſt thy ſelf down; hat we may know, that whoſo- 
ever obeyeth the Devil, caſteth himſelf down: for the 
devil may ſuggeſt, compel he cannot. 


S. BERN. in Ser. 


It is the devil's part to eſt; ours, not to conſent. 
As oft as we reſiſt Aim, cel We obercome Nine. as 
ten as we overcome him, ſo often we bring joy to the 
angels, 3 to Goa, who oppoſeth us, that we 
may contend ; and aſſiſteth us, that we may conquer. 


es 


EPIG. r. 
Unlucky parliament ! wherein at laſt, 
Both houſes are ageed, and firmly paſt 
An act of death confirm'd by higher gr; 
O had it bat had ſuch ſucceſs as ours 


Emblems, Book 1. 
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Book 1. 5 Emblems. 
II. 
JAM. 1. 15. 


Then when luſt hath conceived, it bringeth 
forth fin; and fin, when it 15 fimſhed, bring- 
eth forth death, Rs 


Ament, lament ; look, look, what thou haſt done : 
Lament the world's, lament thine own eſtate : 
ok, look, by doing bow thou art undone 
Lament thy fall, lament thy change ef ſtate : 
hy faith is broken, and e gene,, 
See, ſee too ſoon, what thou lament too late, 
O thou that wert ſo many men, nay, all 
Abridg'd in one, how has thy defp'rate fall 
Deſtroy d thy unborn ſeed, deſtroy d thy ſelf withal ? 


2 
xorious Adam, whom thy Maker made 
Equal to angels that excel in pow'r, 
hat haſt thou done? O why haſt thou obey'd 
| Thine own deſtruction? like a new-cropt flow'r, 
| ow does the glory of thy beauty fade! 
How are thy fortunes blaſted in an hour 
How art thou cow'd that haſt the pow'r to quell 
The ſpite of new tall'n angels, baffle hell, 
nd vie with thoſe that ſtood, & vanquiſh thoſe that fell 


3 


ee how the world (whoſe chaſt and pregnant womb 4 
Of late conceiv'd, and brought forth nothing ill) 5 
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Is now degenerated, and become 
A baſe aduit'reſs, whoſe falſe births do fill 
The earth with monſters, monſters that do roam 
And rage about, and make a trade to kill: 
Now glutt'ny paunches; luſt begins to ſpawn ; 
Wrath takes revenge, and avarice a pawn ; 
Pale envy pines, pride ſwells, and floth begins to yawn. 


— 


4 4 Wu 
| 3 a fp 
The Air that whiſper'd, now begins to roar ; 
And bluſt ring; Boreas blous the boiling Tide; 
The white-month'd water now uſurps the ſhore, 
And ſcorns the pow'r of her tridental guide; 
The fire now burns, that did but warm before, bt 
And rules her ruler with refiftleſs pride : th 


Fire, water, earth, and air, that firſt were made- KI /%; 
To be ſubdu'd, ſee how they now invade ; (obey d. 
They rule whom once they ſery'd command where once 


5 


Behold ; that nakedneſs, that late bewray d 
. Thy glory, now's become thy ſhame, * wonder; 
Behold ; thoſe trees whoſe various fruits were made 
For food, now turn d a ſhade to ſhroud thee under; 
Behold ; that voice (which thou haſt di ſobey' d) 
That late was muſick, now affrights like thunder. 
Poor man! are not thy joints grown faint with ſha- 
To view th' effect of thy bold undertaking, (king 
That in one hour didſt marr what heav'n fix days was 
(making. 


8. AUGUST 


Embleme. 11 
S8. AUGUST. lib. z. de id arbie. 


It is a moſt juſt F11mijhrment, that man fpould loſe 
Hat freedom, which man cold not uſe, yet had power 
10 keep, if he woriid ; and that he who had knowledge 
n. 7 de what was right, and did not, ſhould be deprived 

of the knowledge of what vas right; and that he who 
world not ao righteonſly, when he had the power, 
could loſe the power to do it, when he had the will. 


HU GO de anima. 
They are juſtly puniſo'd that abuſe Jawſul things, 
u 


but they are moſt juſtly puniſhed, that uſe unlaw 
things: thus Lucifer fel} from heaven : thus Adam 
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Sea how theſe fruitful kernels, being caſt 
Upon the earth, how thick they ſpring ! how faſt ! 
871K full car'd crop and thriving, rank and proud! 
Prepoſt'rous man firſt ſow d, and then he plough d. 
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Book 1. Emblems. © 13 
III. 
PRO V. 14. 13. 


Even in laughter the heart is ſorrowful, and 
the end of that mirth is heavineſs. 


I 


Ale! fond child, | 
How are thy thoughts beguil'd 
To hope for honey from a neſt of waſps ? 
hou may'ſt as well 
Go ſeek for eaſe in hell, 
Or ſprightly Nector from the mouths of aſps. 


2 


The world's a hive, 1 
From whence thou canſt derive 
No good, but what thy ſoul's vexation brings: 
Put caſe thou meet 
Some petti-petti-ſweet, 
Each drop is guarded with a thouſand ſtings. 


3 | 


Why doſt thu make 
Theſe murm'ring troops forſake 
The ſafe protection of their waxen homes? 
Their hive contains 
No ſweet that's worth thy pains ; 
There's nothing here, alas! but empty combs. 


4 


For traſh and toys, 
And grief ingend ring joys, 


14 | MOICMS, 300 
What torment ſeems too ſharp tor fleſh and blood 
What bitter pills, | 
Compos'd of real ills, 
Men ſwallow down to purchaſe one falſe good ! 
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The dainties here, 
Are leaſt what they appear; 
Though ſweet in hopes, yet in fruition ſour: 
The fruit that's yell ow, 
Is found not always mellow ; 
The faireſt tulip's not the ſweeteſt flow ꝰ r. 


6 


Fond youth, give o'er, 
And vex thy ſoul no more 
In ſeeking what were better far unfound ; 
Alas! thy gains 
Are only preſent pains 
To gather ſcorpions tor a future wound. 


% 
_ 
— 
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What's carth? or in it, 
That longer than a minute, 
Can lend a free delight that can endure ? 
O who would droil, 
Or delve in ſuch a ſoil, 45 
Where gain's uncertain, and the pain is ſure ? 
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Book 1. Emblems. 15 
8. AUGUST. 


Sweetneſs in temporal matters is deceitful: It is a 
labour and a perpetual fear; it is a dangerous pleaſure, 
zwhoſe beginning is without prouidence, and whoſe end 
is not without repentance. 


H U GO. 
Luxury is an enticing pleaſure, a baſtard mirth, 


which hath honey in her mouth, gall in her heart, and 
a ſting in her tail. 


What, Cupid, are thy ſhafts already made? 
And ſeeking honey to ſet up thy trade, 

3 U True emblem of thy ſweets! thy bees do bring 
Honey in their mouths, but in their tails a ſting. 
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Book 1, Emblems. 
IV. 


PSALM 62. 9. 


To be laid in the balance, it is altogether 


lighter than vanity. 


1 


PU in another weight: Tis yet too light: 
And yet, fond Cupid, put another in; 
And yet another: Still there's under-weight : 
Put in another hundred: Put again; 
Add world to world; then heap a thouſand more 
To that; then, to renew thy waſted ſtore, 
Take up more worlds on truſt, to draw thy balance low r. 


2 


Put in the fleſh with all her loads of pleaſure ; 
Put. in great Mammon's endleſs inventory; 
Put in the pond'rous acts of mighty Czar : 
Put in the greater weight of Sweden's glory; 
Add Sc:p10's gauntlet ; put in Plato's gown: 
Put Circe's charms, put in the triple crown. 
Thy balance will not draw; thy balance will not down. 


3 
Lord! what a world is this, which day and night, 
Men ſeek with ſo much toil, with ſo much trouble? 
Which weigh'd in equal ſcales is found ſo light, 
So poorly overbalanc'd with a bubble? - 
Good God! that fantick mortals ſhould deſtroy 
Their higher hopes, and place their idle joy 
Upon ſuch airy traſh, * ſo light a toy! 


8 Thou | 


| 


| 18 Emblems. Book. r. 


4 
Thou holy Impoſter, how haſt thou befool'd 


The tribe ot man with counterfeit defire ! 
How has the breath of thy falſe bellows cool'd 
Heav'ns free- born flame, and kindled baſtard fire! 
How haſt thou vented droſs inſtead of treaſure, 
And cheated men with thy falſe weights& meaſure, 
Proclaiming bad for good; &gilding death with pleaſure ! 


J 


The world's a crafty Strumpet, moſt affecting 
And cloſely foll'wing thoſe that moit reje& her; 
But ſeeming careleſs, nicely diſreſpecting 
And coyly flying thoſe that mot affect her; 
If thou be free, ſhe's ſtrange ; if ſtrange, ſhe's free; 
Flee, and ſhe follows; follow, and ſhe'll flee : 
Than ſhe there's none more coy, there's none more fond 


(than ſhe. 


6 


O what a crocodilian world is this, 
Compos'd of treach'ries, and inſnaring wiles! 
She cloaths deſtruction in a formal kiſs, | 
And lodges death in her deceitful ſmiles ; 
She hugs the Soul ſhe hates ; and there does prove 
The very'it tyrant, where ſhe vows to love; 
And is a ſerpent moſt; when moſt ſhe ſeems a dove. 


7 


"Thrice happy he, whoſe nobler thoughts deſpiſe 
To make an object of fo eaſy gains; 
Thrice happy he, who ſcorns ſo poor a prize 
Should be the crown of his heroick pains : 


Thrice happy he, that ne'er was born to try 
Her frowns or ſmiles : or being born, did lie 


In his fad nurſe's arms an hour two, and die. | 
S8. AUGUST, 


2 
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S. AUGUST. lib. Confeſſ. 


O you that dote upon this world, for what viftory* 
do ye fight ? Your hopes en be crownea with no greater 
reward, than the world can give; and what is the 
world but a brittle thing full of dangers, wherein we' 
travel from leſſer to greater perils? O let all ber vain, 


light, momentary glory periſh with her ſelf, and let us 
be converſant with more eternal things, Alas! this | 


world is miſerable , life is ſhort, and death is ſure. 


EPIG. 4. 
My ſoul, what's lighter than a feather? Wind. 
Than wind? The fire. And what, than fire ? The mind.. 
What's lighter than the mind? A thought. Than thought? 
This.bubble world. What, than this bubble? Nought:- 
B-3; | 
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Te 

1-COR. 7. 21. 

The faſhion of this world paſſeth away. 


b are thoſe golden days, wherein 

pale conſcience ſtarted not at ugly fin : 
When good old Saturn's peaceful throne 

Was unuſurped by his beardleſs Son: 
When jealous Ops ne er fear'd th' abuſe 

Of her chaſt bed, or breach of nuptial truce : 
When juft Area pois'd her ſcales 

In mortal hearts; whoſe abſence earth bewails : 
When froth-born Venus and her brat, 

With all that ſpurious brood young Fove begat, 
In horrid ſhapes were yet unknown ; 

Thoſe halcyon | -o that golden age is gone. 
There was no client then to wait 

The leifure of this long-tail'd advocate; 
The talion law was in requeſt, . 

And Chanc'ry Courts were kept in every breaſt : : 
Abuſed ſtatutes had no tenters, 

And men could deal ſecure without indentures : - 
There was no peeping hole toclear 

The wittal's eye from his incarnate fear: 
There were no luſtful cinders then 

To broil the carbonado'd hearts of men : 
The roſy cheeks did then proclaim 

A ſhame of guilt, but not a guilt of ſhame + 
There was no whining Soul to ſtart 

At Cupid's twang, or curſe his flaming dart: 
The Boy had then but callow wings, 

And fell. Zrennys' ſcorpions had no 3 
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The better- acted world did move 
Upon the fixed poles of truth and love. 
ove eſſenc'd in the hearts of men! 
Then reaſon rul'd, there was no paſſion then; 
Till luſt and rage began to enter, 
Love the circumf'rence was, and love the centre ; 
Until the wanton days of Jove, 
The ſimple world was all compos'd of love; 
But Jove grew fleſhly, falſe, unjuſt ; 
Inferiour beauty fill'd his veins with luſt : 
And cucquean uno's fury hurl'd 
Fierce balls of rape into the inceſtuous world: 
Aſirea fled, and love return'd 
From earth, earth boil'd with luſt, with rage it burn'd, 
And ever fince the world hath been | | 
Kept going with the ſcourge of luſt and ſpleen. 


S. AMBROSE 
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Book 1. Emblems: 23 
S. AMBROSE. 


Luſt is a ſharp ſpur to vice, .which always putteth 
the affettions into a falſe gallop. 


HUGO. 


Luſt is an immederate wantonneſs of the fleſh, a 
ſeweer poiſon, a cruel peſttlence za peruicious porjon, , 
which <weakeneth the brdy cf man and effemmateth.: 
the ſtrength of an heroick mind. 


8. AUGUST. 


Envy is the hatred of another's felicity : in reſpect 
of Superiours, . becauſe they are not equal to them; in 
reſpect Inferiours, leſt he ſhould be equal to them; in 
reſpect of Equals, becauſe they are equal to them : : 
T hrongh envy proceeded the fall of the world, and death. 
Fan. Tee rery 


E PI Gs. 3. 
What, Cupid, muſt the world be laſh'd ſo ſoon? 
But made at morning and be whipt at noon ? 
Tis like the wagg, that plays with Venus“ doves, 
The more tis laſh d, the more perverſe it proves. 
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<0 n cruce tuta quiet 
- | 


Book. 1. Emblems. 
VI: 


All is vanity and vexation of ſpirit. 


1. 


HO, is the anxious ſoul of man befoold 

In his defire, 

That thinks an bectick fever may be cool'd 
In flames of fire? 

Or hopes to take full heaps of burniſh'd gold 
From naſty mire? 

A whining lover may as well requeſt 
A ſcornful breaſt | 

To melt in —_ tears, as woo the world for reſt 


2 


Let wit, . all ber ſtudied plots efekt 
The belt they can; 
Let ſmiling tortune proſper and perfect 
What wit began; 
Let earth adviſe with both, and ſo project 
A happy man; , 
Let wit or fawniny obs vie their beſt ; - 
He may be bleſt | 
With all the earth can give; but earth can give no reſt 


3 


Whoſe gold is double with a careful hand, 
His cares are double; 


The 


26 _ Emblems. Book. 1. 
The 3 honour, wealth of ſea and land 


ring but a trouble; z 
The world it ſelf, and all the world's command, 
Is but a bubble. 
The ſtrong deſires of man's inſatiate breaſt 
May ſtand poſſeſt 
Of all that earth can give; but earth can give no reſt. 


4 


The world's a ſeeming par'diſe, but her own 
And man's tormentor ; 
Appearing fix'd, yet but a rolling ſtone 
Without a tenter; 
It is a vaſt circumference, where none 
Can find a centre. 
Of more than earth, can earth mak e none poſſeſt; 
And he that leaſt 
Regards this reſtleſs World, ſhall in this World find rell. 


3 


True reſt conſiſts not in the oft revying 
Of wordly droſs; 
Earth's miry purchaſe ; is not worth the buying; 
Her gain in loſs; 
Her reſt but giddy toil, if not relying 
Upon her croſs. 
How worldlings droil for trouble! That fond breaſt 
That is poſſeſs'd 


Gl earth without a croſs, has earth witheut a reſt. 


Book 1. | Emblems. 27 
C ASS. in Pſ. 


T he croſs is the invincible ſunctuary of the humble, 
the dejectiou of the proud, the victory of Chriſt, the 
deſtruction 7 the devil, the confirmation of the faithful, , 
the death of the unbeliever, the life of the juſt. 


DAMASCEN. 


T he croſs of Chriſt is the key of paradiſe; the weak 
man's ſtaff; the convert's convoy; the upright man's. 
Perfection; the ſoul and body's health; the prevention 
of all evil, and the procurer of all good. 


E PIG. 6. 


Worldlings, whoſe whimp'ring folly holds the lofles 
Of honour, pleaſure, health, and wealth ſuch crofles, 
88. Look here, and tell me, what your arms engroſs, 


When the beſt end of what he hugg's a croſs? 
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Book 1. Emblems. 
=. 
12.6 


- 
o 


Be ſober, be vigilant, becauſe your wo 
the devil, as a roaring lion, walketh about, 
ſeeking whom he may devour, 


T' 


W Hy doſt thou ſuffer ruſtful floth to creep. 
Dull Cyprian lad, into they wanton brows; 
Is this a time to pay thine idle vows - 
At Morpheus ſhrine? Is this a time to ſteep 
Thy brains in waſtful ſlumbers? up and rouze 
Thy leaden ſpirit: Is this a time to ſleep? 
Adjourn thy ſanguine dreams, awake, ariſe, 
Call in thy thoughts; and let them all adviſe, 
Had'ſt thou, as many heads, as thou haſt wounded eyes. 


2 
Look, look, what horrid furies do await. 
Thy flatt'ring ſlumbers! If thy drowzy head 
But chance to nod, th ou fall'ſt into a bed 
Of ſulph'rous flames, whoſe torments want a date. 
Fond boy, be wiſe, let not thy thoughts be fed 
With Phrygian wiſdom; fools are wiſe to late: 
Beware betimes, and let thy reaſon ſever 


Thoſe gates which paſſion clos d; wake now or never; 
For if thou nod'ſt thou fall'ſt, and falling fall'ſt for ever. 


Mark, 
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3 


Mark, how the ready hands of death prepare: 
His bow is bent, and he hath notch'd his dart; 
He aims, he levels at thy ſlumb'ring heart: 
The wound is poſting, O be wiſe, beware. 
What, has the voice of danger loſt the art 
To raiſe the ſpirit of neglected care? hh 
Well, ſleep thy fill, and take thy ſoft repoſes; 
But know withal, ſweet taſtes have ſour cloſes ; 
And he repents in thorns, that ſleeps-in beds of roſes, 


7 
4 
Yet, ſluggard, wake, and gull thy ſoul, no mo 
With n falſe eee, and the wollts delight, 


Wphoſe fruit is fair, and pleaſing to the fight, 
But ſour in taſte, falſe as the putrid core: 
Thy flaring glaſs is gems at her half light; 
She makes thee: ſeeming righ, but truly poor: 
She boaſts a kernel and heſtows a ſhell ; 
Performs an inch of; her, fair-promis'd ell: 
Her words proteſt a heay'n ; her works produce an hell. 


| 5 
O thou the fountain of whoſe better part, 
Is earth'd and gravel'd up with vain deſire: 
That daily wallow'ſt in the fleſhly mire 
And baſe pollution of a luſtful heart, 
That feel'ſt no paſſion, but in wanton fire, 
And own'{ no torment but in Cupid's dart; 
Behold thy type: Thou ſitt'ſt upon this ball 
Of earth, ſecure, while death that flings at all, 
Stands arm d to ſtrike thee down, whereuflames attend 


5 9 (thy fall. 


Book 1. Emblems. 31 
8. BERN. 


Security is no auhere; neither in heaven, nor in pa- 
adiſe, much leſs in the world: In heaven the Angels 
ell from the divine Preſence; in paradiſe, Adam fell 
rom his place of pleaſure ; in the worla, Judas fell 
rom the School of our Saviour. . 


HUGO. 


T eat ſecure, Tarink ſecure, T ſleep ſecure, even as 
hough I _ the day, acath, avoided the day of 
agment, and eſcaped the tormentsof Hell-fire : I play 


1a laugh, as though IJuere already triumphing in the 
ngaom of Heaven. 


I. 
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CY 


58, 


ght 
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et up, my ſoul; redeem thy laviſh eyes 
rom drowzy bondage: O beware; be wiſe : 
hy foe's before thee ; thou muſt fight or fly: 
ite lies moſt open in a cloſed eye. | 
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Wok r. Emblems. 33 
VIII. 
LUKE 6. 25. 
oe be fo you that laugh now, for ye ſhall 


mourn and weep. 


HE world's a popular diſeaſe, that reigns 
Within the froward heart and frantick brains 

poor diſtemper'd mortals, oft ariſing | 

om ill digeſtion, through th” unequal poiſing 
ill-weigh'd elements, whoſe light directs- 

alignant humours to malign effects? 

e raves and labours with a boiling liver; 

nds hair by handfuls, curſing Cupid's quiver; 

other with a bloody flux of oaths EE 

dus deep revenge: one doats : the other loaths : 

ie frisks and ſings, and cries a flagon more 

o drench dry cares, and make the Welkin roar : 

nother droops : the Sun-ſhine makes him ſad; 

av'n cannot pleaſe : one's mop'd ; the other's mad: 

ne hugs his gold ; another lets it fly : 

e knowing not for whom; nor t'other why. 

ne fpends his day in plots, his night in play; 

nother ſleeps and ſlugs both night and day: 

ne laughs at this thing; t'other cries for that. 

ſonder of wonders ! What we ought t'evite 

5 our diſeaſe, we hug as our delight: 

is held a ſymptom of approaching danger, 

hen diſacquainted ſenſe becomes a ſtranger, 

nd takes no knowledge of an old diſeaſe ; 

ut when a noiſom grief begins to pleaſe 


34 Emblems. N Book oo 


The unreſiſting ſenſe, it is a fear | 
That death has parly'd, and compounded there : 


As when the dreadful Thund'rer's awful hand , 
Pours forth a vial on the infected land, = 
At firſt th' affrightned mortals quake and fear; e, 
And ev'ry noiſe is thought the Thunderer : | V 
But when the frequent ſoul departipg bell 2 
Has pav'd their ears with her familiar knell, 97 
It is reputed but a nine- days wonder, 7 
They neither fear the Thund'rer nor his Thunder. a- 
So when the world (a worſe diſeaſe) began 7 
To ſmart for ſin, poor new-created man h 
Could ſcek for ſhelter, and his gen'rous Son e 
Knew by his wages what his hands had done: * 


But bold-fac'd mortals in our bluſhleſs times 

Can fing and ſmile, and make a ſport of crim 
Tranſgreſs of cuſtom, and rebel in eaſe, 
We falſe joy'd fools can triumph in diſeaſe, 

And (as the careleſs Pilgrim, _ bit 

By the Tarantula, begins a fit 3 
Of life-concluding laughter) waſte our breath 
In laviſh pleaſure, till we laugh to death. 


* 


HU GY 


Emblems. 35 
HUGO de anima. 


Wok 1. 


Vhat profit is there in vain glory, momentary mirth, 
worla's power, the fleſh's pleaſure, full riches, noble 
ent, and great deſires? Where is their laughter: 
ere is their mirth? Where their inſolence? their 
cgance ? From how mich joy to how much ſadneſs ! 
e how much mirth, how much miſery! From how 
t glory are they fallen, to how great torments ! 
at hath fallen to them, may befall thee, becauſe 
art a Man: Thou art of earth; thou liveſt of 
thou ſhalt return to earth. Death expetteth 
every where. Be wiſe therefore, and expett death 
y Where. 


EPIG. 8. 


it ails the fool to laugh ? Does ſomething pleaſe 
vain conceit ? Or is't a meer diſeaſe ? 
giggle on, and waſte thy wanton breath; 


uc worning laughter breeds an ey'ning death. 
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ook I. Emblems. 
IX. 
1. JOHN 2. 17. 
he world paſſeth away, and all the luſts 


thereof. 


1 


| 3 Raw near, brave Sparks, whoſe ſpirits ſcorn to light 

'8- Your hollow'd tapers, but at honour's flame; 

ou, whoſe heroick actions take delight 

To varniſh over a new painted name 

hoſe high-bred thoughts diſdain to take their flight, 

But on th* Tari an wings of babbliag fame; 

8 Behold how tott'ring are your high-built ſtories (ries, 

=D curth,whereon you truſt the ground-work of your glo- 
2 


5 

ad you, more brain- ſick Lovers, that can prize 
2 A wanton ſmile before eternal joys; 
bat know no heaven but in your Miſtreſs* eyes; 
hat feel no pleaſure, but what ſenſe enjoys: 

hat can, like crown-diſtemper'd fools, deſpiſe 

me riches, and like babies whine for toys: 
Think bs the Pageants of your hopes are able 

Wo ſtand ſecure on earth, when earth it ſelf's unſtable ? 


3 ; | 
ame, dunghil Worldlings, you that root like fwine, 
And caſt up golden trenches where you come : 
Fhoſc only pleaſure is to undermine, 

And view the ſecrets of your morher's womb: 

me bring your Saint pouch'd in his leathern ſhrine, 
And ſummon all your griping Angels home; 

Eehold your world, the bank oi all your ſtore 

he world ye fo admire, the world ye ſo adore. 


| 
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4 
A feeble world, whoſe hot-mouth'd pleaſures tire 
Before the race; before the fart, retreat; 
A faithleſs world, whoſe falſe delights expire 
Before the term of half their promis'd date : 
A fickle world, not worth the leaſt deſire, 


. 


Where ev'ry chance 1 a change of ſtate: 
A feeble, faithleſs, fickle world, wherein 


Each motion proves a vice; and ev'ry act a fin. 
The beauty, that of late was in her flow'r; 
Is now a ruin, not to raiſe a luſt : 
He that was lately drench'd in Danae's ſhow'r, 
Is maſter now of neither good nor truſt ; 
Whoſe honour late was mann'd with princely pow'r, 
His glory now lies buried in the duſt ; 
O = would truſt this world, or prize what's in it 
That gives and takes, and chops and changes ev'ry mi 
| (nut 


ä 6 | 
Nor 8 of days, nor ſolid ſtrength of brain, 
Can find a place wherein to ret Ecure : 
The world is various, and the earth is vain. 

There's nothing certain here, there's nothing ſure: 
We trudge, we travel, but from pain to pain, 

And what's our only grief's our only cure: 

Ihe world's a torment; he that would endeavour 

To find the way to reſt, muſt ſeek the way to leave ht 
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S. GREG. in hom. 


Behold the world is withered iu it ſelf, yet flouriſheth 
in our hearts, every were death, every wheregrief, every 
where deſolation: On every ſide we are ſmitten ; on 
every ſide filled with bitterneſs, and yet with the blind 
mind of carnal defire, we love her bitterneſs : It flieth 
and <ve follow it, it. ſalleth, yet we ſtick to it: And 
cauſe wwe cannot enjoy it falling, we fall with it, 
nd enjoy it fallen. 
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4 EPIG. 9. 
fortune fail, or envious time but ſpurn, 
E be world turns round, and with the world we turn: 
nen fortune ſees, and Lynx ey'd time is blind, 
1truſt thy joys, O wor! 3 the wind. 
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Book 1. . Emblems. 
X. 
JOHN 8. 44. 


Ye are of your father the devil, and the luſis 
of your father ye will do. 


FE: your right ground : wag gently o'er this black : 
"Tisa ſhortcaſt; y'are quickly at the jack. 
Rub, rub an inch or two; two crowns to one 
On this bowl's fide ; blow wind, *tis fairly thrown : 
The next bowl's worſe that comes ; come bowl away : 
Mammon, you know the ground, untutor'd play: 
Your laſt was gone, a yard of ſtrength well ſpar'd, 
Had touch'd the block; your hand is ſtill too hard. 
Brave paſtime, readers, to conſume that day, 
Which witnout paſtime flies too ſwift away ! 
See how they labour; as if day and night | 
Were both too ſhort to ſerve their looſe delight: 
See how their gurved bodies wreath, and skrew 
Such antick ſhapes as Proteus never knew: 
One raps an oath, another deals a curſe ; 
He never better bowl'd ; this never worſe : 
One rubs his itchleſs elbow, ſhrugs and laughs, 
The other bends his bèetle brows, and chafes : 
Sometimes they hoop, ſometimes their Stygian cries 
Send their black Santo's to the bluſhing skies: 
Thus mingling humours in a mad confuſion, 
They make bad premiſes, and worſe concluſion: 
But where's a palm that fortune's hand allows 
To bleſs the v ictor's honourable brows ? Ty 
Come, reader, come ; I'll light thine eye the way 
To view the prize, the while the gameſters plays 


C 2 _ Cloſe 
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Cloſe by the jack, behold, gill fortune ſtands 
To wave the game; ſee in her*partial hands 
The glorious garland's held in open ſhow, 
To chear the lads, and crown the conqu'ror's brow. 
The world's the jack ; the gameſters that contend, 
Are Crpid, Mammon: that judicious fiend, 
That gives the ground, is Satau: and the bowls 
Are ſinful thoughts; the prize, a crown for fools. 
Who breaths that bowls not? What bold tongue can ſay 
Without a bluſh, he has not bowl'd to day? 
It is the trade of man, and ev'ry finner 
Has play'd his rubbers : every ſoul's a winner. 
The vulgar proverb's croſt, he hardly can 
Be a good bowler and an honeſt man. 
Good God! turn thou my Hrazil thoughts a new; 
New. ſole my bowls, and make their byaſs true. 
I'Il ceaſe to game, till fairer ground be givn; 
Nor wiſh to win, until the mark be heav'n. 


8. BERN. 
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8. BERNARD, lib. de conſid. 


O You ſens of Adam, you covetous generations, what 
have ye to do <e1th earthly riches, which are neither 
true, nor yours ; Gold and Silver are real earth, red and 
eehte, which only the error of man makes, or rather 
reprtes, precious: In ſhort, if they be yours, carry 
thein with you. 


8. HIERON. in Ep. 


O Lnft, thou infernal fire, whoſe fewel is gluttony; 
cr ſe lame is pride; whoſe ſparkles are wanton words; 


arhoſe fincke 1s infamy; whoſe aſhes are uncleanneſs ; 
whoſe end is Hell. 


. EPIG. 10. 
Mammom well follow'd? Cupid bravely led; 


Both touchers ; equal fortune makes a dead; 
No reed can meaſure where the conqueſt lies ; 
ake my advice; compound, and ſhare the prize. 


C 3 
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Book r. Emblems. 
XI. 
EPHES. 2. 2. 


Ye walked according to the courſe of this world, 
according to the prince of the air. 


1 


O Whither will this mad-brain world at laſt 
Be driv'n? Where will her reſtleſs wheels arrive? 
Why hurries on her ill- match'd pair fo faſt? 
O whither means her furious groom to drive? 
What, will her rambling fits be never paſt ? 
For ever ranging? Never once retrieve? 
Will earth's perpetual progreſs ne'er expire ? 
Her team continuing ia their freſh career: 
And yet they never reſt, and yet they never tire. 


W 0 '#i 
S:1's hot mouth'd ſteeds, whoſe noſtrils vomit flame, 
And brazen lungs belch forth quotidian fire,. 
Their twelve hours task perform'd grow iff and lame, 
And their immortal ſpirits faint and tire : 
At th' azure mountains foot their labours claim 
The privilege of reſt, where they retire _ 
To quench their burning fetlocks, and go ſteep 
Their flaming noſtrils in the weſtern deep, 


And freſh their tired ſouls with ſtrength-reſto ring ſleep... | 
3 


ut theſe prodigious hackneys, baſcly got 


Twixt men and devils, made for race or flight, 


Can drag the idle world, expecting not 


The bed of reſt, but travel wit delight z 
ho never weighing way nor weather, trot : 
| | C4 | Through 


_ Emblems. Book 7. 
Through duſt and dirt, and droil both night and day; 


Thus dreil theſe fiends incarnate, whoſe free pains 
Are fed with dropfics and veneral blains. 
No necd to uſe the whip ; but ſtrength to rule the reins, 


ny mts 


4 


cor captive world; How has thy lightneſs giv'n 
A juit occaſion to thy foes illuſion ? 
O, how art thou betray'd thus fairly driv'n 
In ſeeming triumph to thy own confuſion ? 
How js thy empty univerſe bereav'n 77 
Cf all true joys, by one falſe joy's deluſion? * 
So ] have — an unblown virgin fed 
With ſegar'd words ſo full, that ſhe is led 
A fair attended bride to a falſe bankrupt's bed. 


3 


Full gracious Lord? Let not thine arm forſake 
The world impounded in her own devices : 
Ibixk of that pleaſure that thou once did'ſt take 
Amongſt the lilies and ſweet beds of ſpices. 
Eale ſtrongly, thou whoſe hand has pow'r to ſlack 
he ſwiſt-toot fury of ten thouſand vices : 
Let not thy dult-devouring dragon boaſt, 
His craft has won what 7744's lion loſt ; 
Remember what is cray'd ; recount the price it coft, 


* 


ay, 
by j 
nleſ 
as ! 


181D OR. 
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S. 
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ISIDOR. lib. 1. De ſummo bono. 


By how much the nearer Satan perceiveth the world 
to an end, by ſ6 much the more fiercely he troubleth it 
with perſecution ; that knowing himſelf is to be dam- 
ned, he may get company in his damnation. 


CYPRIAN. in Ep. 


Broad and ſpac ious is the road to infernal life ; there 
are enticements and death. bringing pleaſures. There 
the devil flattereth that he may deceive ; ſmileth that 
be may endamage ; allureth that he may acſtroy.. 


E PIG. 11. 
ay, ſoft and fair, good world; poſt not too faſt; 
hy journies end requires not half this haſte. 
nleſs that arm thou ſo diſdain'ft, reprieves thee. 
as! thou needs muſt 8 the devil drives thee, 
| 5 
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IXI. 


ISAIAH 66.11: 
Ye may ſuck, but not be ſatisfied with the" 
breaſt of her cenſolatiun. 


* 
Hat, never fill'd? Be thy lips skrew'd ſo faſt (thee; 
To th'earth's fullbreaſt? for ſhame, forſhame unſeize 

Thou tak'ſt a ſurfeit where thou ſhou'd but taſte, 
And. mak'ſt too much not half enough to pleaſe thee... 
Ah, fool, forbear; thou ſwalloweſt at one breath 


Both food and poiſon down ? thou draw'ſt both milk and. 
| (death. 


| 2 * 
The ub'rous breaſts, when fairly drawn, repaſt 
The thriving infant with their milky flood, 
But being overſtrain'd, return at laſt | | 
Unwholſom gulps compos'd of wind and blood. 
A mod'rate uſe does borh repaſt and pleaſe; 
Who {trains beyond a mean, draws in and gulps diſeaſe. 


| 3 
But, O that mean, whoſe good the leaſt abuſe 
Makes bad, is too too hard to be directed: 
Can thorns bring grapes, or crabs a pleaſing juice? 
There's nothing wholſom, where the whole's infected. 
Unſeize thy lips: earth's milk's a ripened core, 
That drops from her diſeaſe, that matters from her ſore, 


4 
Think'ſt thou that paunch, that burlies out thy coat, 
Is thriving fat; or fleſh, that ſeems ſo brauny? 
Thy paunch is dropſied and thy cheeks are bloat? 
Thy lips are white, and thy complexion tawny OS 
by 


F 
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Thy skin's a bladder blown with watry tumours ; 
Thy fleſh a trembling bog, a quagmire full of humours. 


5 


And thou, whoſe thriveleſs hands are ever ſtraining 
Earth's fluent breaſts into an empty ſieve, 
That always haſt, yet always art complaining, 
And whin'it for more than earth has pow'r to give; 
Whoſe treaſure flows and flees away as faſt ; 
That ever haſt, and haſt, yet haſt not what thou haſt, 


6 


Go chuſe a ſubſtance, fool, that will remain | 
Within the limits of thy leaking meaſure ; er 
Or elſe go ſeek an urn that will retain 1b 
The liquid body of thy ſli pp'ry treaſure; 
Alas! how poorly are thy labogrs crown'd ? 
Thy liquor's never fiveet, nor yet thy veſſel ſound. 


7 
What lefs than fool is man to prog and plot, 
And lavi ſh out the cream of all his care, 
To gain peor ſeeming goods; which being got, 
Make frm poſſeſſion but a thorou- fare; 


Or, it they ſtay, t hey furrow thoughts the deeper 3 
Andbeing kept with care, they loſe their careful keeper , 


8. GREG, 
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8. GREG. hom. 3. ſecund. parte Ezech. 


Tf we give more to the fleſh than we ought, aue nou- 
riſh an enemy; if ꝛwe give not to her neceſſity har 
we o gt, wwe aeſiroy a citizen: the fleſh is to be ſa- 
is/ied ſi far as i fices to our good ; whoſoever allow- 
th fo much io her as to make her proud, knoweth - 
net how to be ſatisfied : to be ſatisfied is a great art; 
eſt by rhe ſatiety of the fieſh we break forth into the 
iniquity of her folly. "< k EA 


HUGO de anima. 


* 


| V 
The heart is a ſmall thing but deſireth great mat- 


ers. It is not ſrficient for a kite's dinner, yet the 
whole world is not ſufficient for it. 


— — 


EPIG. 12. 
hat makes thee, fool, ſo fat? fool, thee ſo bare? 
e ſuck the ſelf-ſame milk, the ſelf-ſame air: 
o mean betwixt all pau: ch, ard skin and bone? 
G. Ile mean's a virtue, aud the world has none. 
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Book 1. Emblems. 


XIII. 
10H N 3. 19. 


ther deeds are evil, 


How dull, how ſlug are we! 


Ot our ungain devotion ! 


And our defires are dead: 
Our vous are fairly romis'd, faintly paid ; 
Gr br broken, or not made :. 
Our better work (it any good) attends 
pon our private ends: 
In whoſe performance one poor worldly ſcoff 
Foils us, or beats us off. 
If thy ſharp ſcourge find out ſome ſecret fault, 
We grumble or revolt; 
And if thy gentle hand forbear, we fray, 
Or idly loſe the wav. 
Is the road fair? we loiter ; clogg'd with mire ?- 
We tick, or elſc retire : 
A lamb appears a lion and we fear, 
Each buſh we ſce's a bear. 
When our dull ſouls direct our thoughts to thee, 
As {low as ſnails are we: 
But at the earth we dart our wing'd defire ; 


„ We burn, we burn like fire, 
Like as the am'rous needle joys to bend 
To her magnetick friend: 
Or as the greedy lover's eyc-balls fly 


At his fair miſtreſs eye: 


How backward ! How prepoſt rous is the motion 


Our choughts are milſtones, and our ſouls are lead, 


32 


Den love darkneſs rather than light, becauſe. 


1 when we hw the world and come to thee; 


he er A ö —— — — = — . 


„10 


54 Emblems Book 1. r 
So, ſo we cling to earth; we fly and puff, 
Let fly not faſt enough. 
If pleaſure beckon with her balmy hand, 
5 Her beck's a ſtrong command: 
If honsur calls us with her courtly breath, 
> An hour's delay is.death : 
If profit's golden-finger'd charm enveigles, 
?, We clip more ſwift than eagles : 
Let Auſter weep, or bluſt'ring Boreas roar % 
| Till eyes or lungs be ſore : 
Let Neptune {well until his dropſy ſides 
Burſt into broken tides : 
Nor threatning rocks, nor winds, nor waves, nor fire, 4 
Can curb our fierce defire : 6 
Nor fire, nor rocks, can ſtop our furious minds, 
Nor waves, nor winds : 
How faſt and fearleſs do our footſteps flee ! 
The light-foot roe-buck's not ſo ſwift as we. a 


i 8. AUGUST: et J. 


Book 1. Emblems. 55 


8. AUGUST. ſup. Pfal. 6g. 


Tro ſeveral lovers built two ſeveral cities; the love 
Cd builaerh a Jeruſalem ; the love of qe world 
11114cth a Babylon: Let every one enquire of himſel 


what he loveth, and he ſhall reſolve himſelf of whence ' 
he 15 a citigen. 


- 


S. AUGUST: lib. 3 Confeſſ. 


All things are dri ven by their Caen eight, and tend 


$0, Vein, o centre ;, my weight is my love; by that 
ann ariven whither ſoever 1 am ariven. 


Ibidem. 


Lord, be loveth thee the leſs, that loveth any thing 
ith hee, which he loveth not for thee, | 


EPIG. 13. 

ord, ſcourge my aſs, if ſhe ſhould make no haſte, 
ind curb my ita if ſhe ſhould fly too faſt : 

he be —_— or ſhe prove idle, 

et love lend him a ſpur ; fear, her a bridle. 
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„ | 
PSALM 13. 3. 


ighten mine eyes, O Lord, left I ſleep > tbe 4 
eep of death. | 


\, FALL ne'er be morning? Will that promis'd light 
Ne'er break, and clear thoſe clouds of night ? 

Sweet Phoſphcr, bring the day, 

| Whoſe conqu'ring ray ES. 

May chaſe thald figs ; ſweet Phoſphor, bring the day. 

How long! How long ſhall theſe benighted eyes 
Languiſh in ſhades, like feeble flies 

Expecting ſpring 2 How long ſhall darkneſs ſoil 
The face of earth, and thus beguile 2 

Our ſouls of ſprightful action? When, when will day 
Begin to dawn, whoſe new-born ray 

Way gild the weather-cocks of our devotion, 

And give our unſoul'd ſouls new motion? 
Sweet Phoſphor, bring the day; 

2 Thy light will fray 

rheſe horrid miſts ; ſweet Phoſphor, bring the day. 


Let thoſe have night that ſlily love t' immure 
Their cloiſter'd crimes, and fin ſecure ; 

Let thoſe have night that bluſh to let men know _ 
The baſeneſs they ne'er bluſh to do; 

Let thoſe have night that love to have a nap, 
And loll in ignorance's lap ; 

Let thoſe —. eyes, like owls, abhor the light, 
Let thoſe have night that love the night: 

1 


* Sweet 


58 Emblems. 2 Book 1. 


3 30 
Sweet Phoſphcr bring the day; 
Ho ſad delay | 
Afflicts dull hopes? Sweet Phoſ#hor bring the day. 


| ( 
Alas! my light in vain expecting eyes 
Can fn = objects, 3 10 | | 1 
From this poor mortal blaze, a dying ſpark 
Vulcan's forge, whoſe Flames are dark, 
A dang'rous, dull blue-burning light, 
As melancholy as the night: | G 
Here's all the ſuns that glilter in the ſphere 12 
Of earth: Ah me ! what comfort's here? ga; 
Sweet Phoſpher, bring the day; inn 


Haſte, haſte away 
Heav'n's loit'ring lamp; ſweet Phoſphor, bring the day, 


Blow, Ignorance : O thou, whoſe idle knee 
Rocks earth into a lethargy, 
And with thy ſooty fingers has benight | 
The world's fair cheeks, blow, blow thy ſpight; 
Since thou haſt puft our greater taper ; do 
Puff on, and out the leſſer too: 
If e'er that breath-exiled flame return, 
Thou haſt not blown, as it will burn: 
Sweet Phoſphor, bring the day : 
- Light will repay | * 
Tpbe wrongs of night ; ſweet Phoſphor, bring the day 


l.. © 


S. AUGUST. in Joh. Ser. rg. 


God is all to thee: F thou be hungry, he is bread ; 
thirſty, he is water; if darkneſs, he is light, if 
raked, he Ys a robe of immortality. » 


. ALAN Us de conq. nat. 


God is a tight that is never darkened ; an unweari- 
life that cannot die; à fountain always flowing; 
garden of life ; a ſeminary of wi ſdom; à radical be- 
ning of all goodneſs. 


day, 
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E PIG. 14. 
foul, if ignorance puff out this light, 
el do a Favour that intends a ſpight : 
ſeems dark abroad; but take this light away, 


windows will diſcover break-a-day. 
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XV. 
REV.12. 18. 


The devil is come unto you, having great 
wrath, becauſe he knoweth that he”hath | 
but a ſhort time. | 


mY 
ORD, can't thou ſee and ſuffer ? Is thy hand 5 | | 
Still bound to th' peace? Shall earth's black Mo- | 
A full poſſeſſion of thy waſted land? (narch take | 
O, will thy ſlumb'ring vengeance never wake, 
Till full ag'd law- reſiſting cuſtom ſhake 
The Pillars of thy right by falſe command? 
Unlock thy clouds, great thund'rer, and come down; 
Behold thoſe temples were thy ſacred crown ; 
Redreſs, redreſs-our wrongs ; revenge, revenge thy own. 


2. 


See how the bold uſurper mounts the ſeat 
Of royal majeſty ; how overſtrowing 
Perils with pleaſure, pointing ev'ry threat 
With bug-bear 6 by torments over-awing 
Thy frighted ſubjects; or by favours drawing 
Their tempted hearts to his unjuſt retreat ; 
Lord, can'it thou be ſo mild, and be ſo bold ? 
Or can thy flocks be thriving, when the fold 
Is govern'd by the fox? Lord, can't thou ſee and hold? 


Zo 
That ſwift-wing'd advocate, that did commence 
Our welcome ſuits before the King of K ings, "x 


Y 
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Muſt act Aſtræa's part, mult take Aſtræa's place. 8 


5 Bie F081 1. JI 


That ſweet ambaſſador, that hurries hence 
What airs th' harmonious ſoul or ſighs or ſings, 

See how ſhe flutters with her idle wings; 

Her wings are clipt, and eyes put out by ſenſe ; 
Senſe-conqu'ring faith is now grown blind and cold 
And baſely craven'd, that in times of old 

Did conquer heav'n it ſelf, do what th* Almighty could, 


4. 


ag V 2 A S. 2 


Behold how double fraud does ſcourge and tear 
Aſtræa's wounded ſides, plough'd up, and rent 
With knotted cords, whoſe fury has no car ; 
See how ſhe ſtands a pris'ner to be ſent 
A flave into eternal baniſhment, 
I know not whither, O, I know not where: 
Her patent mult be cancel'd in diſgrace ; 
And ſweet-lip'd fraud, with her divided face, 


5. 


Faitb's pi nion's clipt ! and fair Aſtræa gone ! 


Quick ſeeing Faith now blind, and Fuſtice ſee : 
Has Juſtice now found wings? And has Faith none? 
What do we here? Who would not wiſh to be 
Diflolv'd from earth, and with Aſtræa flee 
From this blind dungeon to that ſun-bright throne ? 
Lord, is thy ſceptre loſt, or laid afide ? 
Is hell broke looſe, and all her fiends unty'd ? 
Lord, riſe, and rouſe, & rule, & cruſh their furious pride 


My f 


ſudo, 
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peak 


PETBEE 


Book 2. Emblems. 63 
PETER RA V. in Matth. 


The Devil is the author of evil, the fountain of 
evickeaneſs, the agverſary of the truth, the corrupter 
of the world, man's perpetual enemy; he planteth 
ſnares, aiggeth ditches, ſpurreth bodies, he. goadet h 

. /0:u/s, he ſuggeſteth thorghts, belcheth anger, expoſeth 
virtues to hatred, maketh vices beloved, ſoweth error, 


aouriſherh contention, diſtributeth peace, and ſcat- 
tereth affiiftion. 


r . — — — — — — — — = — 


. 
= = — — NN — 


MAC AR. 


Let us ſuffer with thoſe that ſuffer, and be cruciſſea 
2th thoſe that are crucified, that we may be gloriges 
wth thoſe that are glori ſied. | 


SAVANAR. 


Tf there be no enemy, no fight; if no fight, no victory; 
ef uo victory, no Crown. "is | 
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E P I G. 15. 


My ſoul, ſit thou a patient looker on; 

judge not the play befbre the play is done: 

Her plot has many changes: Ev'ry day 5 
EMpeaks a new ſcene; the act crowas the play. 
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SECOND BOOK. © 
I | 7 


ISAIAH go. 11. 
You that walk in the hight of your own fire; 


and in the ſparks that ye have kindled, ye 
hall lie down in ſorrow. | | 


4 


Book 2. 


IS 
O, aug Cupid, ſnuff and trim 
Thy falſe, thy feeble light, 


And make her ſelf-confuming flames more bright; 
Methinks the burns too dim. 
Is this that ſprightly fire, | 
Whoſe more than ſacred beams inſpire 
The raviſh'd hearts of men, and ſo inflame deſire? 


2 
See, boy, how thy unthrifty blaze 
Conſumes, how faft ſhe waines ; | 
She ſpends her ſelf, and her, whoſe wealth maintains 
Her weak, her-idle rays. 


Cannot thy luſtful blaſt : | 
Which gave it luſtre, make it laſt ? (ſo faſt ? 
What heart can long be pleas'd, where pleaſure ſpends 
3 : | 


Go, wanton, place thy pale-fac'd light 
Where never-breaking day 
Intends to viſit mortals, or diſplay - 
Thy ſullen ſhades of night: 
Thy torch will burn more clear 
In night's un-Titau d Hemiſphere 3 
Heaven's ſcornful flames and thine caia never co- 1 
D 2 


A 
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In vain thy buſy hands addreſs 
Their labour to diſplay 
Thy eaſy blaze within the verge of day; 
The greater drowns the Jef? ! 
If heav'n's bright glory ſhine, 
Thy glimering ſparks muſt needs reſign ; 
Puff out heay'n's glory then, or heaven will ** out 
(thine. 


3 


Go, Cupid's ramiſh Pandar, go, 
Whoſe dull, whoſe low 24 

Can find ſufficient warmth from nature's fire, 
Spend borrow'd breath, and blow, 
Blow wind made ſtrong with ſpight ; 

When thou haſt puft the greater light 

Thy leſſer ſpark may ſhine, and warm the _— 

night, 


45 


6 


Deluded mortals, tell me when 
Jour daring breath has blown 
Keav'n's taper out, and you have ſpent your own, 
| What fire ſhall warm you then ? 
Ah fools, perpetual night 
Shall haunt your ſouls with S:4giar fright, 
Where they ſhall boil in flames, but flames ſhall br (light 
| 1g, 


S. AUGUST lea, 


Book 2. Emblems. . 
S. AUGUST. 


The ſufficiency of my merit is to know that m meris 
is not ſufficient. 


8. GREG. Mor. 25. 


By how much the leſs man ſeeth himſelf, by ſo much 
the leſs he di ſpleaſeth himſelf; and by how much the 
more he ſeeth the light of grace, by ſo much the more 
be diſdaineth the light of nature. 


S. GREG. Mor. 


The light of the underſtanding, humility kindleth, 
and pride covereth. | 


19 no 
Sir 
. 
Thou blow'ſt heav'n's fire, the whilſt thou go'ſt about, 
Rebellious fool, in vain to blow it out, 
Thy folly adds confuſion to thy death ; 
87 *cav'ns-fire confounds, when fann'd with follies breath. 


D 5 
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Emblems. 
| II. 
ECCLES. 4. 8. 


There is no end of all his labour, neither is bis 


eye ſatisſied with riches. 


7 How our widen'd arms can over-ſtretch 


Their own dimenſions! How our hands can reach 


Beyond their diſtance ! How our — breaſt 
Can ſhrink to be more full and full poſſe 

Of this inferiour orb! How earth reſfin d 

Can cling to ſorbit earth ! How kind to kind! 


We gape, we graſp, we gripe, add ſtore to ſtore; 


uires too much; too much craves more. 


Enoug 
We charge our ſouls ſo fore beyond their ſtint, 
That we. recoil or burſt : the buſy mint 
Of. our taborious thoughts is ever going, 


And coining new deſires; defires not knowing 
Where next to pitch, but like the boundleſs ocean * * 
Gain, and gain ground, and grow more ſtrong by motion. 


The pale-tac'd Lady of the black ey'd night 
Firlt tips her horned brows with eaſie light, 
Whoſe curious train of ſpangled Nymphs attire 
Her next night's glory with increaſing fire; 
Each ev'ning adds more luſtre, and adorns 
The 2 beauty of her graſping horns: 
he ſucks, and draws her brother's goiden ſtore, 
Nati! her glutted orb can ſuck no more. 

i' fo the vulture of inſatiate minds 


ew fewel to encreaſe her rav'nous fire, 
[he grave is ſooner cloy'd than mens deſire : 
Ne croſs the ſeas, and midſt her waves we burn, 


lranſporting lives, perchance, that ne'er return; 


4 


wil! wants, and . zeks, and ſeeking finds 


We : 
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We ſack, we ranſack to the utmoſt ſands 
Of native kingdoms, and of foreign lands; 
We travel ſea and ſoil, we pry, we prowl, 
We progeſs, and we prog from pole . 
We ſpend our mid-day ſweat, our mi 

We tire the night in thought, the day in toil : 
We make art ſervile, and the trade gentile, 
(Yet both corrupted with ingenious guile) 
To compaſs earth, and with her empty ſtore 


'Thus ſeeking reſt, our labours never ceaſe, 
But as our years, our hot deſires increaſe : 
Thus we, poor little worlds! with blood and 
In vain attempt to comprehend the great; 


Ard what's enclos'd, encloſes the encloſers. 


Be wiſely worldly, be not worldly wiſe ; 
Let not thy nobler thoughts be always raki 


Take heed thou truſt not the deceitful lap 
Of wanton Dalilab; the world's a trap. 


Book 2. 


-night oil, 


To fill our arms, and graſp one handtul more; 


ſweat 


Thus, in our gain become we gainful loſers, 


Now, reader, cloſe thy book, and then adviſe z 


n 
The world's baſe dunghill ; vermin's took b taking : 


HUGO 


Grix 
Tha 
And 
befo 
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HU GO de anima. 


Tell me where be thoſe now, that ſo lately Ibv'd and 
hugg'd the world? Nothing remaineth of them but duſt 
and worms; obſerve what thoſe men were ; what thoſe 
men are: They were like thee; they did eat, drink, 
laugh, and led merry days; and in a moment ſlipt into 
hell. Here their fleſh is food for worms, there their 
ſouls are fewel for fire, till shey ſhall bs joined in an un- 
happy, felloꝛuſbi p, and caſt into eternal torments ; where 
they that were once companions in ſin,, ſhall be here- 
after partners in puniſhment, 


1 1 R 
ripe, Cupia, and gripe ſtill, unto: that wind, 

That's pent before, yak vent behind : 

And when thou'aſt done, hark here, I tell thee what, 
&fore I'll truſt thy armful, I'll truſt that. 


D 5 


- 
— 
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III. 
JOB 18.8. 


He is caſt into a net by -his own feet, and 
walketh upon a ſnare," | 


1 
Hat? nets and qui ver too? what need there all 
Theſe ſly devices to betray poor men? 
Die they not faſt enough when thouſands fal! 
Before thy dart? what need theſe engines then? 
Attend they not, and anſwer to thy call, 
Like nightly coveys, here the liſt and when? 
What needs a ſtratagem where ſtrength can ſway? 
Or what needs ſtrength compel where none gainſay.? 
Or what needs ſtratagem or ſtrength, where hearts obey? * 


. 


Hasband thy flights: It is but vain to waſte 
Honey on thoſe that will be catch'd with gall ? 
Thou canſt not, ah! thou canſt not bid ſo fait 
As men obey : Thou art. more {low to call 
Than they to come; thou canſt not make ſuch haſte 
To ſtrike, as they, being ſtruck, make haſt to fall, 
Go fave thy nets for that rebellious heart 
That ſcorns thy pow'r, and has obtain'd the art... 
Tavoid thy flying ſhaft, to quench thy fi ry dart. 


1 


* 
* 
* % 


Loſt mortal, how is thy deſtruQion ſure, ." 


Between two bawds, and both without remork ! = 
S. 2 
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The one's a line, the other is a lure 
This to intice thy ſoul ; that to enforce ? 
Way-laid by both, how canſt thou Rand ſecure ? 
That draws; this wooes thee to the eternal curſe. 
O charming tyrant, how haſt thou befool'd 
And ſlav'd poor man, that would not if he could; 
Avoid thy line, thy lure ; nay, could not if he would. 


"__ — 


4 


Alas, thy ſweet perfidious voice betrays 

His wanton ears with thy Sirenian baits : 
Thou wrap'ſt his eyes in miſts, then boldly lays 

Thy Lethal gins before their cryſtal gates; 
Thou leck'ſt up ev'ry ſenſe with thy falſe keys, 

All willing pris'ners to thy cloſe + erg 
His ear moſt nimble, where it deaf ſhould be, 
His eye moſt blind, where moſt it ought to ſee, 
Ard when his heart's moſt bound, then thinks himſelf 
(moſt free. 


5 


Thou grand, impoſtor, how haſt thou obtain d 
The wardſhip of the world? Are all men turn'd: 
Idiots and lunaticks? Are all retain'd 
Beneath thy ſervile bands? Is none return'd. 
To his forgotten ſelf? Has none regain'd 
His ſenſes? Are their ſenſes all adjourn'd ? | 
What, none diſmiſt thy court? Will no plump fee 
Bri be thy falſe fiſts to make a glad decree, 
T'unfool whom thou haſt fool'd, and ſet thy 1 
| | free? 


8. BE R N. To f 


Bock 2. Emblems. 75 
S. BER N. in Ser. 


In this world is much treachery, little truth; ers 
all things are traps ; here every thing is beſet with 
ſnares ; here ſouls are endangered, bodies are afflified ;, 
here all things are vanity and vexation of ſpirit. 
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Nay, Cupid, pitch thy trammel where thou pleaſe, 
Thou canſt not fail to take ſuch fiſh as theſe. 
Thy thriving ſport will ne'er be ſpent : no need 

N. lo fear, when ev'ry cork's a world, thou'lt ſpeed. 
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RN Lf 
HOSEA 13: 3. 


They ſhall. be as the chaff that is driven with ö 
a whirlwind out of the floor, and as the 
ſmoke out of the chimney. . 


Wint- hearted Stoicks, you, whoſe marble eyes+ 
Contemn a wrinkle, and whoſe ſouls deſpiſe 
To follow Nature's too affected faſhion, 
Or travel in the regent walk of paſſion ;; - 
Whoſe rigid hearts diſdain to ſhrink'at fears, 
Or play at faſt and looſe, with ſmiles and tears; 
Come D han mg with laughter to behold * 
A new found yanity, which days of old a 
Ne'er knew: a vanity, that has beſet 
The world, and made more ſlaves than Mahomet : - 
That has condemn'd us to the ſervile yoke 
Of ſlavery, and made us ſlaves to ſmoke. 
But ſtay, , why tax I thus our modern times, 
For new-born follies, and for new-born crimes? - 
Are we fole guilty, and the firſt Age fre? 
No, they were ſmok'd and ſlav'd as well as we: (ſure, 
What's ſweet-lipt honour's blaſt, but ſmoke ? What's trea- 
But very ſmoke? And what more ſmoke than pleaſure ? 
Alas! they're all but ſhadows, fumes and blaſts ; 
That vaniſhes, this fades, the other waſtes: 
The reſtleſs merchant, he that loves to ſteep. 
His brains in wealth, and lays his ſoul to {leep 
In bags of bullion, ſees th' immortal crown, 
And tain would mount, but ingots kept him down : 
He brags to day, perchance, and begs to morrow : 
He lent but now, wants credit now to borrow ; = 
* ow 
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Blow winds, the treaſure's gone, the merchant's broke 
A ſlave to filver's but a ſlave to ſmoke. 

Behold the glory-vying child of fame, 

That from — wounds ſucks ſuch an honour'd name, 
That thinks no purchaſe worth the ſtile of good, 
But what is ſold for ſweat, and feal'd with blood 
That for a point, a blaſt of empty breath, 
Undaunted gazes in the face of RE 3 

Whoſe dens ee bubble, fill'd with vain renown, 
Breaks with a =p. or a Gewral's frown : 

His ſtroke- got honour ſtaggers with a ſtroke ; 

A ſlave to honour is a ſlave to ſmoke. 

And that fond fool, who waſtes his: idle days 

In looſe delights, and ſports about the blaze 

Of Cupid's candle; he that daily ſpies 

Twin babies in his miſtreſs' Gemin!”s, 

Whereto his {ad devotion does impart - 

The ſweet burnt-offering of a bleeding heart: 

See, how his wings are ſing d in Cyprian fire, 
Whoſe flames conſume with youth, in age expire: 
The world's a bubble; all the pleaſures in it, 

Like morning vapours, vaniſh in a minute : 

The vapours vaniſh, and the bubble's broke ; 

A ſlave to pleaſure is a ſlave to ſmoke. 

Now, Stoick, ceaſe thy laughter, and repaſt 
Thy pickled cheeks with tears, and weep as ſaſt. 
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S. HIERON. 


That rich man is great, who thinketh not himſelf 
preat, becauſe he is rich; the proud man (who is the 
poor man) braggeth outwaraly, but beggeth inwardly ; 
be is blown up, but not full. 


PETR. R AV. 


Vexation and anguiſh accompany riches and honour : 
the pomp of the world, and the favour of the people, 
are but ſinoke, and a blaſt ſuddenly vaniſhing ; which 
if they commonly pleaſe, commonly bring repentance z 
ard for a minute of joy, they bring an age of ſorrow. 


EPIG. 4 
(upid, thy diet's ſtrange: It dulls, it rowzes, 
lt cools, it heats, it binds, and then it looſes : 


Dull-ſprightly, cold-hot fool, if e'er it winds thee 
Into a looſenels once, take heed, it binds thee. 


Emblems. 
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Wo: 
PRO v. 24. 5. 


ut thou ſet thine eyes upon that which is 
not? for riches.- make themſelves wings; 
they flie away as an eagle. 
| | T 5 
Alſe world, thou ly'ſt: thou canſt not lend 
The leaſt delight: 
by favours cannot gain a friend, 
They are ſo ſlight: 
by morning pleaſures make an end 
| | To pleaſe at night: 
vor are the wants that thou ſupply'> ; 


nd yet thou vaunt'ft, and yet thou vyt (ly it. 
ith heaven; fond earth, thou boaſ{t'it ; falſe world, thou 


2 0 
ly babbling tongue tells golden tales 
, t endleſs treaſure : 
bounty offers eaſy ſales 
Of laſting pleaſure 
ou ask'ſt the conſcience what the ails, 
And ſwear'ſt to eaſe her: 
ere's none carr want where thou ſupply ſt ber * 
here's none can give where thou deny it 


las! fond world, thou boaſt'ſt; falſe world, thou ly'ſt. 8 


3 
hat well adviſed ear regards 
What earth can ſay? 
iy words are gold, but thy rewards 
| Are painted clay : 


Thy cunning can but pack the cards, 
Thou canſt not play: 
Thy game at weakeſt, fill thou vy'ſt; 
If ſeen, and then revy'd, deny t, 
Thou art not what thou ſeem'ſt; falſe world, thou hy H. WW: 


G 4 


. 


Thy tinſel boſom ſeems a mint - | 
Of new-coin'd treaſure, 

A paradiſe, that has no ſtint} 
Noc change, no meaſurt „„ 
A painted cask, but nothing in't, 8 

| Nor wealth, nor pleaſure: 
Vain earth ! that falſly thus comply ſt 
With man; vain man, that thou relyſtt 
On earth; vain man, thou doat'ſt; vain earth, thou 1j. 
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What mean dull ſouls, in this high meaſure 
To haberdaſh 
In earth's baſe wares, whole greateſt treaſure 
Is drofs and traſh ; 
The height of whoſe inchanting pleaſure 
Is but a flaſh? | 
Are theſe the goods that thou ſupplyſt 
Us mortals with? Are theſe the high'ſt? 
Can theſe bring cordial peace? Falſe world, thou l f. 
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PET. BLES. 


The world is deceitful ; her end is doubtful ; her 
YR, Nooncliſion 7s horrible ; her Fuage is terrible? and her 
uniſhment is intolerable. 


S. AUGUST. lib. Confeſſ. 


The vain-glory of this world is a deceitful ſiveet- 
neſs, a fruitleſs labour, a perpetual fear, a dangerous 
honour : Her beginning is without providence, and her 
end not <withour repentance, 


5. 


ly'> 


EPIG. 5. 


World, thou'rt a traytor; thou haſt ſtampt thy baſe 
ind chymick metal with great Cæſar's face, 
And with thy baſtard bullion thou haſt barter'd 


For wares of price; how juſtly drawn and quarter d 


Emblems, 
VI. 


du 
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Let not him that is deceived truſt in vanity, 
fer vanity ſnall be his 7ecompence, 


3% 


1 


| BEliere her not, her glaſs diffuſes 
Falſe portraitures: thou canſt eſpie 
No true reflection: ſhe abuſes 
| Her miſCinform'd beholder's eye; 
Her cryſtal's falſly ſteel d; it ſcatters, — 
| I Deceitful beams; believe her not, ſhe flatters. 


This flaring mirrour repreſents - . 
No right proportion, view or feature: 
Her very looks are coniplements ; 
They make thee fairer, goodljer, greater: 
8 The skilful gloſs of her reflpQion 
But paints the context of thy gvarſe complexion. 


Were thy dimenſion but a ſtride, 
Nay, wert thou flatur'd but a ſpan, 
duch as the long bill'd troops defy'd, 
A very fragment of a man ! 
She'll make thee Mimas, which you will, 
The Jove - ſlain tyrant, or th Zonick hill. 


4 


Had ſurfeits, or th' ungracious ſtar 
Conſpir d to make one common place 
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Of all deformities that are 
Within the volume of thy face, 
She'd lend the favour ſhould out- move 
The Troy bane Helen, or the Queen of Love. 


8 ir HE! 5 
Were thy conſum'd eſtate as poor 
As Laz'rus or afflicted Job's : 
She'll change thy wants to ſeeming ſtore, 
And turn thy rags to purple robes; 
She'll make thy hide-bound flank appear 
As plump as theirs that feaſt it all the year, 


6 


Look off, let not thy opticks be 
Abus d: thou ſeeſt not what thou ſhould'ſt: 
Thy ſelf's the object thou fhould'ſt ſee, 
But tis thy ſhadow thou behold'ſt : 
And ſhadows thrive the morein ſtature, 
The nearer we approach the light of nature, 


7 


Where heav'n's bright beams look more direct, 
The ſhadow ſhrinks as they grow ſtronger. 
But when they glance their fair aſpect, 
The bold. fie d ſhade grows larger, longer: 
And when their lamp begins to fall, 
Th' increaſing ſhadows lengthen moſt of all. 


8 


The ſoul that ſeeks the noon of grace, * 
Shrinks in, but ſwells if grace retreat, 
As heav'n lifts up, or veils dis face, 
Our ſelf eſteems grow leſs or great. 
The leaſt is greateſt, and who ſhall 
Appear the greateſt, are the leaſt of all. 
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H UGO lib. de anima. 


In vain he lifteth up the eye of his heart to behold 
his God, who is not ih rightly adviſed to behold him- 
ſelf: Firſt, thou muſt ſte the viſible things of thy ſelf, 
before thou canſt be- prepared to know the inviſible 
things of Gad; for if thou canſt not apprehend the 
things within thee, thou canſt not comprehend the 
things above thee : the beſt looking-glaſi, wherein to 
ſe thy God, is perfeBlly ro he thy lf 


_ 9 


, 


* 
* 


E PIG. 6. 
be not deceiv'd, great fool: there is no loſs 
In ing tolls great bu ks but ſwell with droſs. 


an is heav'n's Maſter- piece: it it appear 
lore great, the value's leſs ; if leis, more dear. 


UG f 
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VII. 
DEUTERONOMY 30. 19. 
I have 2 before thePlife and death, 
and thy ſeed may live. 


1 


Is lodg'd with chaff and buried in her foil; 
All things are mixt, the uſcful with the vain; 


blefſing 
and curſing, therefore chooſe life, that thou 


H E world's a floor, -whoſe ſwelling heaps retain 
The mingled wages of the ploughman's tojl ; 
The world's a heap, whoſe yet unwinnow'd grain 


The good with bad, the noble with the vile; 


The world's an ark wherein things Pars and groſs 
u 


Preſent their loſsful gain, and gainful loſs, 
Where ey'ry dram of gold contains a pound of 


* „ % 


2 


This furniſh'd ark preſents the greedy view 
With all that earth can give, or heav'n can a 
ere laſting joys ; here pleaſures hourly new, 


And hourly fading, may be wi ſh'd and had: 


lll points of honour, counterfeit and true, 


Of all thy wiſhes, to receive that ſtore 


'E: 


* 


droſs. & 


dd; 


Salute thy ſoul, and wealth both good and bad: 
Here may'ſt thou open wide the two-leay'd door 


hich being empty moſt, docs overflow the more. 


Come 


— 
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Come then, my ſoul, approach this royal burſe, 
And ſee what wares our great exchange retains z -' 
Come, come; here's that ſhall make a firm divorce 
Betwixt thy wants and thee, if want complains ; 
No need to fit in council with thy purſe, 
Here's nothing good ſhall coſt more price than pains: 
But, O my ſoul, take heed, if thou rely 
Upon thy faithleſs opticks, thou wilt buy 
Too blind a bargain : know, fools only trade by th' eye 


4 
The worldly wiſdom of the fooliſh man 


Is like a fieve, that does alone retain 
The groſſer ſubſtance of the worthleſs bran: 
But thou, my ſoul, let thy brave thoughts diſdain 
So courſe a purchaſe : O be thou a fan 
To purge the chaff and keep the winnow'd grain: 
Make clean thy thoughts, & dreſs thy mixt defires : 
Thou art heav'n's tasker; and thy God requires, 
The pureſt of thy flow'r, as well as of thy fires. 


3 


Let grace conduct thee to the paths of peace 
And wiidom bleſs the ſoul's unblemiſh'd ways; 

Xo matter then, how ſhort or long's the leaſe, 
Whoſe date determines thy ſelt-number'd days: 


| No need to care for wealth's or fame's increaſe, 


Nor Mars his palm, nor high Appollo's bays. 
I. d, if thy gracious bounty pleaſe to fil] 
The flour of my deſires, and teach me skill 


To dis & chuſe the corn, take thoſe the chaff that will 
8 AUGUST 
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* 
8. AUGUST. lib. 1. de do&. Chriſti. 


Temporal things more Yaviſh in the expectation than 
in fruition : but things eternal more inthe fruition than 
expeftarion. | 

| Ibidem. 


The life of man is the middle between angels and 
beaſts: if man takes pleaſure in carnal things, he is 
compared to beaſts: but if he delight in ſpiritual things, 
he is ſuized with angels. 
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E PIG. 10. 
Art thou a child? Thou wilt not then be fed 
But like a child, and with the childrens bread ; 
But thou art fed with chaff, or corn undreſt: 
t will My ſoul, thou favour't too much of the beaſt. 
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e un 
PHILIPPIANS 3. 19. 


They mind earthly things, but our conver ſa- 
tion is in beaven, 


Venus. Divine Cupid. 


Hat means this peeviſh babe? Whiſh, lullaby. 
What ails my babe, what ails my babe to cry? 
Will nothing ſtill it? Will it neither be 
Pleas'd with the nurſe's breaſt, nor mother's knee? 
What ails my bird? What moves my froward boy 
To make ſuch whimp'ring faces? Peace, my joy: 
Will nothing do? Come, come this peeviſh brat, 
Thus cry and braul, and cannot tell for what? 
Come buſs and friends; my lamb; whiſh, lullaby, 
What ails my babe, what ails my babe to cry? 
Peace, - peace, my dear; alas! thy early years 
Had never faults to merit half theſe tears; 
Come ſmile upon me: let thy mother ſpie 
Thy father's image in her baby's eye: 
Hus band theſe guilty drops againft the rage 
Of harder fortunes, and the gripes of age; 
Thine eye's not ripe for tears: Whiſh, lullaby 
What ails my babe, my ſweet- fac'd babe to cry? 
Look, look, what's here! A dainty golden thing : 
See how the dancing bells turn bl and ring 


Fen, 


/ 
” 
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o mou my bantling ! Here's a knack will breed 
n 


undred kiſſes: here's a knack indeed. 


E 4 
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So, now my bird is white, and looks as fair 

As Pelops' ſhoulder, or a milk white pair: 

Here's right the father's ſmile ; when Mars beguil'd 
Sick Venus of her heart, juſt thus he ſmil'd. 


Divine Cupid. 


Well may they ſmile alike ; thy baſe-bred boy 
Ard his haſe fire had both one cauſe, a toy: 
How we!l their ſubjects and their ſmiles agree? 
't by Cid finds a Toy, and Mars found thee : 
J alſe Qucen of beauty, Queen of falſe delights, 
Thy knee preſents an Emblem, that invites 
Man to himſelf, whoſe ſelf-tranſported heart 
| ( Cer-whelm'd with native ſorrows, and the ſmart 

! Ot purchas'd griefs) lies whining night and day, 

{ 2? et knowing why, till heavy heel'd delay, 
Ihe dull-brow'd Pandar of deſpair, lays by 
His lcaden buskins, and preſents his eye 
With antick trifles, which the indulgent earth 
Makes proper objects of man's childiſh mirth. 
I beſe be the coin that paſs, the ſweets that pleaſe ; 
here's nothing good, there's nothing great but theſe: 
Iheſe be the pipes that baſe-born minds dance after, 
And turn immo Sow tears to laviſh laughter; 
Whilſt heav'nly raptures paſs without regard ; 
Their ſtrings are harſh, and their high ſtrains unheard: 
J he ploughman's whiſtle, to the trival flute, 
ind more reſpe& than great Apollo's lute : 
We'll look to heav'n, and truſt to higher joys ; 
Let ſwine love husks, and children whine for toys. 
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8. B ER N. 


That is the true and chief i joy which is not conceived 
rom the creature, but received from the creator, which 
(being once poſſeſt thereof) none can 'take from thee : 
awhereto al e being compar d is torment, all 


oy is grief, ſweet things are bitter, all glory is baſene 
ad all dele able things are deſpicable. ſe " 


8. BERN. 


Foy in a changeable ubieft muſt nece ſſrily changes 
as the ſubjeft changetb. fab) : ft neceſſarily chang 
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Peace, childiſh Cupid, peace: th Enger'd e 
But cries for what, 0 5 will ds thee — 


But are thy peeviſh wranglings thus appeas'd ? 
well may l th thou cry, = art poorly pleas'd, 
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2. 


e 
ISAIAH 10. z. 
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What will you do in the day of your viſitation? 
to whom will ye flie for help? and where 


will you leave your glory? 


| I 
8 this that jolly God, whoſe Cyprian bow 
Has ſhot ſo many flaming darts, 


And made ſo many wounded beauties go 


Sadly perplex'd. with whimp'ring hearts? 
Is this that ſov'reign Diety cha rings | 


The laviſh world in awe, and tings (kings? 


The blund'ring ſouls of ſwains, and ops the hearts of 


2 . 
What Circgan charm, what Hecatæ an ſpight 
Has thus abus d the God of love? 1 
Great obe was vanqui ſh'd by his greater might; 
(And who is ſtronger- arm'd than Zove?) 
Or has our luſtful God perform'd a rape, 
And (fearing Argus eyes) would ſcape ? 
The view of jealous earth, in this prodigious ſhape. 


1 07 | 
Where be thoſe roſy cheeks, that lately ſcorn'd 
The malice of injurious fates? 
Ah! where's that pearl port-cullis that adorn'd 
Thoſe dainty two leav'd ruby gates? 
Where be thoſe killing eyes that ſo controll'd 
The world, and locks that did infold 
Like knots of flaming wire, like curlsof burniſh'd gold 


1 
0 
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4 


No, no 'twas neither Hecatean ſpite, 
Nor charm below, nor pow'r x 2d 
Tuas neither Circe's ſpell, nor Srygian ſpright, 
That thus transform'd our God of love ; 


"Twas owl ey'd Luſt (more potent far than they) IW,; 


Whoſe eyes and actions hate the day: it 
Whom all the world obſerve, whom all the world obey 7 
5 


See how the latter Trumpet's dreadful blaſt 
Affrights ſtout Mars his trembling ſon ! 
See, how he ſtartles ! how he ſtands agaſt, 
And ſcrambles from his melting throne ! 
Hark how the direful hd v ce tears 
The ſwelt'ring clouds, whilſt heav'n 1 way 
A circle fill'd with flame, and centred with his fears. 
6 
This is that day, whoſe oft report hath worn 
Neglected tongues of prophets bare; 
The faithleſs ſubje& of the worldling's ſcorn, 
The ſum of men and angels pray r: 
This, this the day, whoſe, all-difcerning light 
Ranſacks the ſecret dens of night, 
And ſevers good from bad ; true joys from falſe delight. 


7 
You grov'ling worldlings, you, whoſe wiſdom trades 
Where light ne'er ſhot his golden ray, 
That hide your actions in Cimmerian ſhades, 
How will your eyes endure this day? 
Hills will be deaf, and mountains will not hear; 
There be no caves, no corners there, (fear. 


To ſhade your ſouls from fire, to ſhield your hearts from by 7 


HUGO 0 wh 
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HUGO. 


O the extream loathſumneſs of fleſhly luſt, which 
not only effeminates the mind, but enervates the body; 
which not only diſtaineth the ſoul, but diſguiſeth the 

) Wl ihe perſon ! I is uſhered with fury and wantonneſs ; 
it is accompanied with filthineſs and uncleanneſs ; and 
J. Nis followed with grief and repentance. 
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om hat, ſweet-fac'd Cupid, has thy baſtard- treaſure, 
4 by boaſted honours, and thy bold - fac d pleaſure 
„ F'iplex'd thee now: I told thee long ago, 
3 O o what they'd bring thee, fool, 70 017, to woe. 
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N 


3 


2. Book 2. Eublems. | 101 
NAHUM 2. 10. 


She is empty, and void, and waſte. 


Res empty : hark, ſhe ſounds : there's nothing there 
But noiſe to fill thy ear; 49 
Thy vain enquiry can at length but find 
A blaſt of murm'ring wind: 
[tis a cask, that ſeems as full as fair, 
But meerly tun'd with air: 5 
Fond youth, go build thy hopes on better grounds: 
: The ſoul that vainly founds 
Her joys upon this world, but feeds on empty ſounds. 


4 


the's empty: hark, ſhe ſounds : there's nothing in't, 
The ſpark-engend'ring flint 
Shall ſooner melt, and hardeſt raunce ſhall firſt 
iſſolve and quench thy thirſt, 
Fer this falſe world ſhall ail thy ſtormy breaſt 
With ſmooth-fac'd calms of reſt. 
Thou may'ſt as well expect meridian light 
From ſhades of black-mouth'd night, 
is in this empty world to find a full delight. 
* Fe 


3 


e's empty: hark, ſhe ſounds : 'tis void and vaſt ; 
What if ſome flatt'ring blaſt ai 


102 Emblems. Book 2, 
Of flatuous honour ſhould perchance be there, 
And whiſper in thine ear ? 
It is but wind, and blows but where it liſt, 
And vaniſheth like miſt. 
Poor honour earth can give ! What gen'rous mind 
Would be ſo baſe to bind 
Her heay'n-bred ſoul a ſlave to ſerve a blaſt of wind? 


4 
She's empty : hark, ſhe ſounds: tis but a ball. 
For fools to play withal : ry 
The painted film but of a ſtronger bubble, enc 


That's lin'd with filken trouble: 
It is a world, whoſe work and recreation 
ls vanity and vexation | 
A hag, repair'd with vice-complexion'd paint, 
..- y of complaint; 
It is a faint, a fiend, worſe fiend, when moſt a faint. 


3 


She's empty: hark, ſhe ſounds: tis vain and void, 
What's here to be enjoy d 

But grief and ſickneſs, and large bills of ſorrow, 
Drawn now, and croſs'd to morrow? 

Or what are men, but pufts of dying breath, 

Reviv'd with living death? 

Fond lad, O build thy hopes on ſurer grounds 
Than what dull fleſh propounds ? 


Truſt not this hollow world, ſhe's empty: hark, ſhe 
(found 


This 
Her r 
22 


S. CHRIS be n 
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S. CHRIS. in Ep. ad Heb. 


Contemn riches, and thou ſhalt be rich; contemn 
glory, and thou ſhalt be glorious ; contemm injuries, 
and thou ſoalt be a conqueror; contemn reft, and thou 
halt gain reſt; contemn earth, and thou-ſealt find 
heaven. 


1 | 
H UGO lib. de vanit. mundi. 
The world is a vanity which affordeth neither beau- 


ry to the amorous, nor reward to the laborious, nor 
encouragement to the induſtrious. | 
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This houſe is to be let for life or years; 
ler rent is ſorrow, and her income, tears: 


(pid, 't has long Rood void; her bills make kno 
7 lic muſt be dear y let, or let alone. * 
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XI. 
MAT T H. 7. 14. 


J 


Narrow is the way that leadeth unto-life, and 
few there be that find it. 0 


[ Repoſt'rous fool, thou ſtroul'ſt amiſs ; 
Thou err'ſt; that's not the way, tis this: 

Thy hopes, inſtructed by thine eye bs | 

lake thee appear more near than I; 

y floor is not ſo flat, ſo fine, 

ind has more obvious rubs than thine + 

is true; my way is hard and ſtrait, 

uud leads me through a'thorny gate 

hoſe rankling a are ſharp and fell? 

he common way to heav'n's by hell: 

is true; thy path is ſhort and fair, 

Ind free from rubs: Ah! fool, beware, 

he ſafeſt road's not always ev'n: 

he way to hell's a ſeeming heav'n: 

ink ' ſt thou the crown of glory's had 


ith idle eaſe, fond Cyprian lad? 


ink ſt thou, that mirth, and vain delights, 
lioh feed, and ſhadow-ſhort'ning nights, 

t knees, full bags, and beds of down, 
proper prologues to a crown? 

can'ſt thou hope to come and view, 

ike proſp'rous Ceſar and ſubdue ? 

e bond-ſlave uſerer will trudge, 

72 of gouts will turn a drudge, 

id ſerve his ſoul-condemning purſe, 
lacreaſe it with the widow's curſe : 
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And ſhall the crown of glory ſtand 

Not worth the waving of an hand? 

The fleſhly wanton to obtain 

His minute-luſt, will count it gain 

To loſe his freedom, his eſtate, 

Upon ſo dear, fo ſweet a rate; 

Shall pleaſures thus be priz'd, and muſt o -* 
Heav'ns palm be cheaper than a luſt ? 

The true-bred ſpark, to hoiſe his name 

| Upon the waxen wings of fame, 

| Will fight undaunted in a flood 

That's rais'd with brackiſh drops and blood. 
And ſhall the promis'd crown of life 

Be thought a toy, not worth a ſtrife ? 

And eaſy good brings eaſy gains 

But things of ptice are bought with pains; 
The pleafing way is not the right: 

He that would conquer heay'n muſt fight. 


8. HIER) 


ook 2. Emblems. 107 


S. HIER ON. in Ep. 


No labour is hard, no time is long, wwherein the glo- 
of eternity is the mark we level at. 


8. GREG. lib. 8. Mor. 


The valour of a juſt man is to conquer the fleſh, to 
mtraditt his own will, ro quench the delights of this 
reſent life, to endure and love the miſeries of this 
old for the reward of a better, to contemn the flat- 
tes 2 4 erity, and inwaraly to overcome the 
ars 0 ver wy . 


\ O) 


: EPIG. rr. 

(upid, if thy ſmoother way were right. 
ould miſtruſt this crown were counterfeit : 
r way's not eaſy where the Prize is great: 
oe no virtues, where I ſmell no ſwear. 
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GALAT. i IO Cs. 

od forbid that 7 ſhould ghry, [ave in the 


Croſs. 


1 0 


AN nothing ſettle my uncertain breaſt, 
| And fix my rambling love? 
n my affectious find out nothing beſt, 
- Butftill and till remove? 
zz earth no mercy? will no ark of reſt” 
Receive my reſtleſs dove? 
there no good, than which there's nothing high'r, 
Iuo'0o bleſs my full deſi re 
th joys that never change; with joys that ne er expire? 


2 


uted wealth; and at my dear requeſt, 

Earth lent a quick ſupply .. 
anted mirth to charm my ſullen breal 3 on 
And who more brisk than I? 
anted fame to glorify the reſt ;_ | 

| My fame flew eagle-high : 
joy not fully ripe, but all decay'd, 

Wealth vaniſh'd like a ſhade ; 
mirth began to flag, my fame began to fade. 


3 


world's an ocean, hurried to and fro 
With ey'ry blaſt of paſſion: 


Her 


Let earth and hell conſpire their worſt, their beſt, 
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Her luſtful ſtreams, when either ebb or flow, 
Are tides of man's vexation: 

They alter daily, and they daily grow 
The worſe by alteration.: 

The earth's a cask full tunn'd, yet wanting meaſure; 
Her precious wine is pleaſure ; 


Her yeſt is honour's puff; her lees are worldly 


tt 

* o 
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y truſt is in the croſs : let beauty flag 

Te Her looſe, her wanton fail; 

Let count nanee · guilding honour ceaſe to brag 
In courtly terms, and vail ; | 

Let ditch-bred wealth henceforth forget to wag 
Her baſe, though golden, tail; 

Falſe beauty's conqueſt is but real loſs, 

IS: And wealth but golden droſs; 
Beſt honour's but a blaſt : my truſt is in the croſs, 


is 


3 


My truſt is in the croſs ; there lies my reſt : 
_ Myfaſt, my ſole delight WEE 
Let cold-mouth'd Zoreas, or the hot-mouth'd Zaft, 
- + Blow till they burſt with ſpight; 


And join their twiſted might ; 
Let ſhow'rs of thunder-bolts dart down and wound nt 
And troops of fiends ſurround me, 


All this may well confront ; all this ſhall ne'er N 
[ foll 


I ran 
What 


S. AUGUSYÞO. 


— . . _ 90 
S. AUGUST. 


Chriſt's croſs is the chriſt-croſiof all our happineſs ; | 
it delivers us from all blinaneſs of error, and-enriches 
our darkneſs with light; it reſtoreth the troubled ſoul” - 
to reſt; it bringeth ſtrangers to God's acquaintance z 
it maketh remote foreigners near neighbonrs ; it cutteth 
off diſcord ; concludeth a league of everlaſting peace; 
and is the bounteous author of all gol. 
8. BE RN. in Ser:de. Reſur. 5 | q 
Me find glory iu the croſs;. to us that are ſaved, it 
is the power of God, and the fulneſs of all virtues. 
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| follow'd reſt; reſt fled and ſoon forſook me: © 1 
| ran from greif; greif ran and overtook mee. g2 
What ſhall I do? leſt I be too much toſt. RE £13 
US worldly croſſes, Lord, let me becro!!, Phe 
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PRO V 26. 11, 


As a dog returneth to his vomit, ſo a feel 
Fieturneth to his folly, 


I am wounded ! and my wounds do ſmart 

Beyond my patience or great Chi ron's art; 
| yield, I yield the day, the palm is thine ; 
Thy bow's more true, thy ſhaft's more fierce, than mine. 
Hold, hold, O hold thy conqu'ring hand. What need 
To ſend more darts? the firſt has done the deed ; 
Oft have we ſtruggled, when our equal arms 
Shot equal ſhafts, inflited equal harms ; 
But this exceeds, and with her flaming head, 
Twy-fork'd with death, has ſtruck my conſcience dead. 
But muſt I die? ah me! If that were all, | 
Then, then I'd ſtroke my bleeding wounds, and call 
This dart a cordial, and with joy endure 
Theſe harſh ingredients, where my grief's my cure. 
But ſomething whiſpers in my dying ear, | 
here is an atter-day ; which day I tear. 
The ſlender debt to nature's quickly paid, 
Diſcharg'd perchance with greater eaſe than made; 
But if that pale-fac'd Serjeant make arreſt, 
Ten thouſand actions would (whereot the leaſt 
I| more than all this lower world can bail) 
be entred, and condemn me to the Jail 
Ut Sygian darkneſs, bound in red-hot chains, 
ind grip'd with tortures worſe than Tit yan pains. 
larewel my vain farewel my looſe delights; 
larewel my rambling days, my rev'lins nights; 

= - 


114 Emblems. Book 2. 


Twas you betray'd me firſt, and when ye found 

My ſole advantage, gave my ſoul the wound: 

Farewel my bullion gods, whoſe ſov'reign looks 

So often catch'd me with their golden hooks ; 

Go ſeek another ſlave; ye — all go; 

I cannot ſerve my God and bullion too . | 

Farewel falſe honour ; you whoſe airy wings 
Did mount my ſoul above the thrones of kings ; 

Then flatter'd me, took pet, and in diſdain, 

Nipt my green buds ; then kick'd me down again : 

Farewel my bow; farewel my Cyprian quiver ; 

Farewel dear world, farewel dear world for ever. 

O, but this moſt delicious world, how ſweet 

Her pleaſures reliſh ! ah! how jump they meet 
The graſping ſoul, and with their ſprightly fire, 

Revive and raiſe, and rouſe the wrapt deſire ! 

For ever? O, to part ſo long! what, never 

Meet more? another year, and thgn for ever : 

Too quick reſolves do reſolution wrong; 

What, part ſo ſoon, to be divorc'd ſo lang? 

Things to be done, are long to be debated ; 

Heav'n's not decay'd. Repentance is not dated. 


(> 

8. AUGUST 
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ſtomach is the worſe for vomiting, that lic łketh up 
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8. A UGUST. lib. de. util. agen. pcen. 


Go up, my ſonl, into the tribunal of thy conſcience : 
there ſer thy guilry ſelf before thy ſelf: hide not thy 
ſelf behind thy ſelf, leſt God bring thee forth before 


thy (elf. | 
9 8. AUGUST. in Soliloq. 


In vain is that waſhing, where the next [in defileth : 
he hath ill repented, whoſe ſins are repeated: that 


his vomit. 
ANSELM. 


God hath promiſed pardon to him that repenteth, 
but he hath not promiſed repentance to him that ſinneth, 


i EP IG. 13. 
Rain. wounded Cupid, had this haſty dart, 
As it has prick'd thy fancy, pierc'd thy heart, 
T had been thy friend: O how bath it deceiv'd thee ! 
For had this dart but kill'd, this dart had ſav'd thee, 
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Emblems. as 117 
XIV. 
PRO v. 24. 16. 


Ajuſt man falleth ſeven times, and riſetk up 
again; but the wicked ſhall fall into miſchief. 


1 


T* but a foil at beſt, and that's the moſt 
3 Your skill can boaſt : 
My ſlipp'ry footing fail'd me ; and you tri pt, 
| 1 Juſt as I ſlipt: 
My wanton weakneſs did her ſelf betray 
5 With too much play: 
| was too bold; he never yet ſtood ſure, 
That ſtands ſecure: 
Who ever truſted to his native ſtrength, 
But fell at lengths? 
The title's craz'd, the tenure is not good, 


That claims by th' evidence of fleſh and blooal. +: 


* 


2 


Boaſt not thy skill, the righteous man falls oft, 
Yet falls but ſoft : 
here may be dirt to mire him, but no ſtones 
I 0 cruſh his bones: 
hat if he ſlaggers ? nay, put the caſe he be 
Foil'd on his knee? 
at very knee will bend to heav'n, and woo 
| For mercy too. 
lic true.bred Gameſter ups a freſh, and then 
Falls to't agen; | 
nereas the leaden hearted coward lies, 
ad yields his conquer'd life, or craven'd dies. 
| F 4 . Boaſt 


= | 8 Emblem, Book 2, 


; 3 


Boaſt not thy conqueſt ; thou that ev'ry hour 
| Fall 'ſt ten times low'r ; 
Nay, haſt not pow'r to riſe, if not, in caſe, 
To fall more baſe : 
Thou wallow'ſt where I {lip ; and thou doſt tumble 
Where I but tumble: : 
Thou glory'ſt in thy ſlav'ries dirty badges, 
And fall'ſt for wages: 
Sour grief and ſad repentance ſcours and clears 
My ſtains with tears: 
Thy falling keeps thy falling till in ure; 
Eut when I lip, I ſtand the more ſecure. 


DD «© — 


4 


Lord, what a nothing is this little ſpan, 
we call a Man! 
What fenny traſh maintains the ſmoth'ring fires 


Of his defires ! 

How ſlight and ſhort are his reſolves at longeſt ! 
| How weak at ſtrongeſt ! 

O, if a ſinner held by that faſt hand, 

Can hardly ſtand, 1 
Good God! in what a deſp'rate caſe are they, 

That have no ſtay? 
Man's ſtate implies a neceſſary curſe; ( orſe 


V When not himſelf, he's mad; when moſt himſelf, bes 


8. AMBROSE L 


p f a ; F 
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S. AMBROS. in Ser. ad vincula. 


Peter ſtood more firmly after he had lamented his fall 
than before he fell; inſomuch that he found more grace 


than he loſt grace. 
S. C HR YS. in Ep. ad Heliod. monach. 


It is no ſuch hainous matter to fall ited, as being 
dro to lie dejected. It is no A to = 
ceive a round in battle, but after the wound received, 
through aeſparr of YECOUCL'Y TO refuſe A remedy 3 for 
we ofren ſee wounded champions weay the palm at laſt; 
and after fight, crown'd with victory. 


re, 


hes 


| EPIG. 14 
Triumph not, Cupid, his miſchance doth ſhow 
Thy trade; doth once, what thou doſt always do: 
Brag not too ſoon; has thy prevailing nñndd 
E. Foibd him? ah fool, th * taught him ho to ſtand., 
; N 
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XV. 


JER. 32. 40. 


Iwill put fear in their hearts that they ſhall 
not depart from me. 


O, now the ſoul's ſublim'd; her ſour deſires 
Are recalcin'd in heav'n's well temper'd fires : 

The heart reſtor'd and purg'd trom drofly nature, 
Now finds the freedom of a new-born creature : 
It lives another life, it breaths new breath 
t neither fears nor feels the ſting of death: 
Like as the idle vagrant (having none) 
That boldly *dopts each houſe he views, his own ; 
Makes ev'ry purſe his chequer ; and at pleaſure, 
Walks forth and taxes all the world like Ce/ar 
At length by virtue of a juſt command, 
His ſides are lent to a ſeverer hand ; 
Whereon his paſs, not fully underſtood, 
ls taxed in a manuſcript of blood 
Thus paſt from town to town; until he come 
A ſore repentant to his native home : 
Ev'n ſo the rambling heart, that idly roves 
From crimes to fin, and uncontroul'd removes 
From luſt to luſt, when wanton fleſh invites 
From old worn pleaſures to new choice delights, 
At length corrected by the filial rod 
Of his offended, but his gracious God, 
And laſh'd from fins to fighs ; and by degrees, 
From ſighs to vows, from vows to bended knees; 
From bended knees to a true penſive brealt ; 
From thence to torments not by tongue expreſt , 


Returns ; 
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= ern; and (from his finful ſelf exil'd) 
indes glad tather, he a welcome child: 
then it lives; O then it lives involv'd 
F 1» ſecret raptures; pants to be diſſolved: 
I be royal oft-ſpring of a ſecond birth, 
Sets ope to heav'n, and ſhuts the door to earth: 

If love fick ov commanded clouds ſhould hap 

To rain {ſuch ſhow'rs as quicken'd Danae's lap: 

Or dogs (far kinder than their purple maſter) 

Should lick his ſores, he laughs, nor weeps the faſter 

If earth (heav'n's rival) dart her idle ray; 

To heav'n, 'tis wax, and to the world, 'tis clay: 

If earth preſent delights, it ſcorns to draw, 

But like the jet unrub'd, diſdains that ſtraw. 

No hope deceives it, and no doubt divides it 

No grief diſturbs it, and no error guides it; 

No good contemns it, and no virtue blames it; 
No guilt condemns it, and no folly ſhames it; 
No ſloth beſots it, and no Juſt enthralls it; 

No ſcorn afflits it, and no paſſion galls it: 
It is a casket of immortal lf. ; 
An ark of peace; the liſts of ſacred ftrife ; 
A purer piece of endleſs tranſitory;. 

A ſhrine of grace, a little throne of glory: 
A leay'n born off fpring of a new- born birth; 
An earthly heay'n ; an ounce of heav'nly earth. 


s. AUGUST. 


\ 


Bo. 200. Emblems. 123 
S. AUGUST. de Spir. & Anima. . 


O happy heart, where piety affefteth, where hu- 
mility ſubjeltet h, where repentance correcteth, where 
obedience directeth; where perſeverance perfefeth, 
here power Protefteth, where devotion projecteth, 
where charity connedtet h. 


S. GREG. 


Which way ſoever the heart turneth it ſelf (if care- 
fully) it ſpall commonly obſerve, that in thoſe very 
things wwe Joſe God, in thoſe very things we ſpall find 
614: it ſhall find the heat of his power in conſideration 
of thoſe things, in the love of which things he was moſt 
cold; and by what things it fell perverted, by thoſe 
things it is raiſed converted. 


E PIG. 15. 
My heart! but wherefore do I call thee ſo? 
have renounc'd my int'reſt long ago: 
When thou wert falſe and fleſhly, I was thine ; 
Mine wert thou never, till thou wert not mine, 
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THE 


THIRD BOOK. 


The Entertainment. 


ALL you whoſe better thoughts are newly born, 
And (rebaptiz'd with holy fire) can ſcorn 
The world's baſe traſh, whoſe necks diſdain to bear 
Th' imperious yoke of Satan; whoſe chaſt ear 
No wanton ſongs of Sirens can ſurprize 
With falſe delight; whoſe more than eagle- eyes 
Can view the glorious flames of gold, and gaze 
On glitt'ring beams of honour, and not daze; 
Whoſe ſouls can ſpurn at pleaſure, and deny 
The looſe ſuggeſtions of the fleſh, draw nigh : 
And you whoſe am'rous, whoſe ſelect deſires 
Would feel the warmth of thoſe tranſcendent fires , 
Which (like the rifing ſun} put out the light  - F 
Of Venus ſtar, and turn her day to night; 
You that would love, and have your paſſions crown'd | 
With greater happineſs than can be found | 
In your own wiſhes; you that would affect 
Where neither ſcorn, nor guile, nor diſreſpect 
Shall wound your tortur'd ſouls ; that would enjoy, 
Where neither want can pinch, nor fulneſs cloy, » F 
Nor double doubt afflicts, nor baſer fear | 
Unflames your courage in purſuit, draw near, 
Shake hands with earth, and let your ſoul reſpect 
Her joys no further, than her joys reflect 
Upon hh maker's glory ; if thou ſwim 
la wealth, ſee him in all; ſee all in him: 


126 Emblems. Book 3. 
Sink'ſt thou in want, and is thy ſmall cruſe ſpent ? 


Sce him in want : enjoy kim in content : 

Cencciv'it him lodg'd in croſs, or loſt in pain? 

In oh and patience find him out again: 

Make heav'n thy Miſtreſs, let no change remove 
Thy loyal heart, be fond, be ſick of love: 

What, if he ſtop his ear, or knit bis brow ? 

At length he'll be as fond, as fick as thou: 

Dart up thy ſoul in groans : thy ſecret groan 

Shall pierce his ear, ſhall pierce his ear alone: 

Dart up thy ſoul in vows : thy ſacred vow | 
Shall find him out, where heav'n alone ſhall know: 
Dart up thy ſouls in fighs: thy whiſp'ring ſigh 

Shall rouſe his ears, and fear no liſt'ner nigh : 
Send up thy groans, thy ſighs, thy cloſet-vow ; (thoy, 
There's none there's none ſhall know but heav'n and 
Groans freſh'd with vows, and vows made {alt with tears, 
Unſcale his eyes, and ſcale his conquer'd ears: 
Shoot up the boſom ſhafts of thy deſire, 

Feather'd with faith, and double fork'd with fire ; 
And they will hit: fear not, where heav'n bids come; 
Heav'n's never deaf, but when man's heart is dumb. 
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I. 


ISAIH 26.6. 
My ſoul hath defied thee in the night. 


Ood God? what horrid darkneſs doth ſurround 
My groping ſoul ! how are my ſenſes bound 

n utter ſhades, and muffled from the light, | 
urk in the boſom of eternal night! | 

The bold-fac'd lamp of heav'ncan ſet and riſe ; 
and with bis moriin 3 the eyes 

)f gazing mortals; bis victorious ray 

an chaſe the ſhadows and reſtore the day : 

light's baſhful empreſs, though ſhe often wain, 

s oft repeats her darkneſs, primes again; 

Ind with her circling horns doth re-embrace _ 

er brother's wealth, and orbs her filver face. 

ut ah! my ſun, deep ſwallow'd in his fall, 

ſet, and cannot ſhine, nor raiſe at all: 

y bankrupt wain can beg nor borrow lights 

las! my darkneſs is perpetual night. 

as have their riſings, wainings have their primes, 

Ind deſp'rate ſorrows wait their better times: 2 


|| fates have changes hurried with the ſwings 
chance and time, ſtill riding to and fro: 
erreſtrial bodies, and celeſtial too. 

ow often have I vainly grop © about, 

ith lengthen'd arms to find a paſſage out, 

tat I might catch thoſe beams mine eye deſires, 
nd bathe my ſoul in thoſe celeſtial fires! 

ke as the haggard, cloiſter'd in her mew, 


o ſcour her downy robes, and to renew 
Her 


Emblems. | 129. 


bbs have their floods, and autumns have their ſprings : . 
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/ Her broken flags, preparing t'overlook 
The tim'rous mallard at the ſliding brook, 
Jets oft from perch to perch ; from ſtock to ground; 
From ground to window ; thus ſurveying round 
Her dove- befeather'd priſon, till at length 
(Calling her noble birth to mind, and ſtrength 
Whereto her wing was born) her ragged beak 
Nips off her jang/ing jeſſes, ſtrives to break 

Her gingling fetters, and begins to bate 

At ev'ry glimpſe, and darts at ev'ry grate : 
Ev'n ſo my weary ſou], that long has been 

An inmate in this tenament of 15. 

Lock'd up by cloud - brow'd error, which invites 
My cloiſter'd thoughts to feed on black delights, 
Now ſcorns her ſhadows, and begins to dart 

Her wing'd deſires at thee, that only art 

The ſun ſhe ſeeks, whoſe riſing beams can fright 
Theſe dusky clouds that make ſo dark a night: 
Shine forth, great glory, ſhine ; that I may ſee 
Both how to loath my ſelf, and honour thee : 
But if my weakneſs force thee to deny 

Thy flames, yet lend the twilight of thine eye: 
If I muſt want thoſe beams, 1 wiſh ; yet grant, 
That I, at leaſt, may wiſh thoſe beams, I want. 


Kh. 


ſou 
Wn 
te: 


8 AUGUST: 


ok Mook 3. Emblems. 131 
8. AUG UST. Soliloqu. cap. 33. 


There was a great dark cloud of vanity before mine 
es, ſo that I could not ſee the ſun of juſtice and the 
ef truth: Ibeing the ſon of darkneſs, was in- 
ved in darkneſs : IT loved my darkneſs, becauſe I knew 
t thy light : Twas blind, and loved my blindneſs, and 
d<xalk from darkneſs to darkneſs : but, Lord, thou 
muy God, who haſt led me from darkneſs and the 
dow of death; haſt called me into this glorious light, 
behold, I ſee. 


nd ; 


it 


EPIG. 1. 
foul, chear up; what if the night be long? 
'n finds an ear when {ſinners find a tongue; 
tears are morning ſhow'rs heay'n bid me ſay, 


3 US Perer's cock begins to crow, 'tis day. 
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II. 
PSALM 69. 3. 


) Lord, thou knoweſt my foohſhneſs, and my 
ſins are not hid from thee. 


Eeſt thou this fulſom idiot: in what meaſure 
D He ſeems tranſported with the antick pleaſure 
df childiſh baubles ? Can'ſt thou but admire 
ſhe empty fulneſs of his vain defire ? 
n'ſt thou conceive ſuch poor delights as theſe 
an fill th* infatiate ſoul of man, or pleaſe 
he fond aſpect of his deluded eye? 
Leader, ſuch very fools are thou and I : 

alſe puffs of honour ; the deceitful ftreams 
wealth; the idle, vain, and empty dreams 
f pleaſure, are our traffick, and enſnare | 
Dur ſouls, the threefold ſubject of our care; 

etoil for traſh, we barter ſolid joys 
or airy trifles, ſell our heav'n for toys: 
ecatch at barley grains, whilſt pearls ſtand by 
helps d; ſuch very fools are thou and I. 
m' ſt thou at honuur ? does not the idiot ſhake it 

bis left hand? fond man; ſtep forth and take it: 
twould'ſ thou wealth? ſee now the fool preſents thee - 
"th a full basket, if ſuch wealth contents thee : 
ould *(t thou take pleaſure? if the fool unſtride 
F ſtallion, thou may'ſt up and ride: 
nd man, ſuch is the pleaſure, wealth and honour 
de earth affords ſuch fools, as doat upon her; 
ich is the game whereat earth's idiots fly; 
ch idiots, ah! ſuch tools are thou and I: 


Had 


134 Emblems. Book 
Had rebel man's fool hardineſs extended | 
No farther than himſelf, and there had ended, , 
It had been juſt ; but thus enrag'd to fly ©  _—. 
Upon th' eternal eyes of Majeſty, 

And drag the ſon of glory from the breaſt 

Of bis indulgent father; to arreſt 

His great and ſacred perſon ; in diſgrace 

To ſpit and ſpawl upon his ſun-bright face 
To taunt him with baſe terms, | being bound 
To ſcourge his ſoft, his trembling ſides; to wound. 
His head with thorns; his heart with human fears; 
His hands with nails, and his pale flank with ſpears; 
And then to paddle in the purer ſteam 
Of his ſpilt blood, is more than moſt extream : _ 
Great builder of mankind, canſt thou propound 
All this to thy bright eyes, andnot confound 
Thy ,handy work? O! canſt thou chuſe but ſee, 
That mad'ſt the tie? can ought be hid from thee? 
Thou ſeeſt our perſons, Lord, and not our guilt ; 
Thou ſeeſt not what thou may'ſt, but what thou wilt 
The hand that form'd us is inforc'd to be 

A ſcreen ſet up betwixt thy work and thee : 

Look, look upon that hand, and thou ſhalt ſpie 
An open wound, a thorough fare for thine eye ; 

Or if that wound be clos'd, that paſſage be 
Deny'd between thy gracious eye and me, 

Yet view the ſcar ; that ſcar will countermand * 
Thy wrath: O read my fortune in thy hand. 


S. CHRT 


Book 3. Emblems. 135 
S, CHR YS. Hom. 4. in Joan. 


Fools ſcem to abound in wealth, when they want all 
things; they ſeem to enjoy happineſs, when indeed 
they are only moſt miſerable ; neither do they under- 

and that they are deluded by their fancy, till they 
be delivered from their folly. 


S. GR EG. in Ion, 


Fy ſo much the more are we inwardly fooliſh, by 
; Wow much we ſtrive to ſeem outwardly wiſe. 


4 L 
wilt 


EPIG. 2. 

Rebellious fool, what has thy folly done? 

ntroul'd thy God, and crucify'd his Son? 

ow lweetly has the Lord of life deceiv'd thee / (thee. 
ou ſhedd'ſt his blood, _ that ſhed blood has ſav'd 
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Emblems, 137 


III. 
PSALM 6. 2. 


Have mercy, Lord, upon me, for J am weak ; 
O Lord, beal me, for my bones are vexed. 


Soul. Fus. 
Hul. A H! ſon of David, belp. eſ What ſinful c 
A Implores the ſon of David ? Soul. It is 13 
7eſ. Who art thou? Si. Ohl a deeply wounded breaſt 
That's heavy laden, and would fain have reſt. 
7eſ. T have no ſcraps, and dogs muſt not be fed, 
Like houſhould children; with the-childrens bread. 
Soul. True, Lord; yet talerate a hungry whelp 
To lick their crumbs ; O fon of David, help. 
Jeſ. Poor ſoul, what ail'ſt thou? Son. OT burn] fry, 
cannot reſt, I know not where to ff, | 
To find ſome eaſe ; I turn my blubber'd face 
From man to man; ] rowl from place to place 
Tavoid my tortures, to obtain relief 
But ſtill am dogg'd and haunted with my grief: 
My mid-night torments call the ſluggiſh light, 
And when the morning's come, they woo the night. 
Zeſ. Surceaſe they tears, & ſpeak thy free defires.(fires. 
. Quench, quench my flames,&ſwag2 thoſe ſcorchin 
fej. Canſt thou believe, my band can cure thy grief? 
Saul. Lord, I believe; Lord, help my anbelicf” | 
Je Hold forth thine arm and let my fingers try 
by pulſe ; where chiefly doth thy torment lie? 
Kul. From hcad to foot; it reigns in ev'ry part, 
but plays the fell. law'd tyrant in my heart. 


G 2 Fel. 


138 Emblems. 9 Book ; 


Zeſ. Canſt thou digeſt, canſt reliſh wholſom ſood? 
How ſtands thy taſte ? Si. To nothing that is good: 
All finful traſh, and earth's unſav'ry ſtuff 
I can digeſt, and reliſh well enough. 

Feſt. Is not thy blood as cold as hot, by turns? 

Sul. Cold to what's good; to what is bad it burns, 

Jeſ. How old's thy grief? Sort. I took it at the fall 
With eating fruit. 76%. Tis epidemical : 

Thy blood's infected, and the infection ſprung 
From a bad liver: tis a fever ſtrong 

And full of death, unleſs with 2 ſpeed, 
A vein be open'd : thou muſt die or bleed. 

Sou. OI am faint and — : that launce that ſhall 

Let forth my blood, lets forth my life withal : 
My ſoul wants cordials, and has greater need 
Ot blood, than (being ſpent ſo far) to bleed: 

I faint already; it I bleed, I die, 

Jeſ. *Tis either you muſt bleed, fick ſou), or I: 
My blood's a cordial. He that ſucks my veins, 

Shall cleanſe his own, and conquer greater pains 
Than theſe : chear up; this precious blood of mine 
Shall cure thy grief; my heart ſhall bleed for thine. 
Believe, and view me with a faithful eye, 

1 hy foul ſhall neither Janguiſh, bleed, nor die, 


S. AUGUST. 


Book 3. Emblems. 139 
S. AUGUST. lib. 10. Confeſſ. 


Lord, be merciful unto me: ah me! behold, I hide 
mt ny wounds : thou art a phyſician, and I am ſick ; 
thou art merci ful, and I am miſerable. 


8. GRE G. in Paſtoral. 


— 


fall 


0 wiſdom, with how ſeweet an art doth thy wine 
and oil reſtore health to my healrhleſs foul ! how pow- 
erfully merciful, how merci fully powerful art thou 
forverful for me, merci ful tome! 4 


hall 


EPIG. . 
Canſt thou be fick, and ſuch a doctor by:? 
Thou canſt not live, unleſs thy doctor die: 
1 kind of grief, that finds no med'cine good 


lo ſwage her pains, but the phyſician's blood ! 
ST, G 3 
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Book 3. Emblems. 141 
: 
PSALM 2x. 18. 


Look upon my affuttion and my pain, and for- 
give all my ſins. 


por work and ſtokes? both laſh and labour too? 
What more could Eo, or proud Afpur do? 
Stripes after ſtripes; and blows ſucceeding blows ! 
Lord, has thy ſcourge no mercy, and my woes 

No end? my pains no eaſe? no intermiſſion ? 

Is this the ſtate, is this the ſad condition | 
Of thoſe that truſt thee? will thy goodneſs pleaſe 
T' allow no other favours ? none but theſe ? - 

Will not the rhet'rick of my torments move? 

Are theſe the ſymptoms, theſe the figns of love ? 
It not enough, enough that I fulfil 

The toilſome task of thy laborious will ? 

May not this tabour expiate and purge 

My fin without the addition of a ſcourge ? 

Look on my cloudy brow, how faſt it rains 

dad ſhow'rs of ſweat, the fruits of fruitleſs pains : 
Behold theſe ridges, ſee what purple forrows 


| WR, plow has made ; O think upon thoſe ſorrows 


That once were thine ; O wilt thou not be woo'd 
Tomeecy by the charms of ſweat and blood? 

Canſt thou forget that drowſy mount wherein 

Thy dull diſciples ſlept? was not my fin 

There puniſh'd in thy ſoul ? did not this brow 
Then fwear in thine ? were not theſe drops enow ? 
Komember Gc/gotha, where that ſpring-tide 
Ucrflow'd thy ſov'reign ſacramental 800 ; 


G 4 . There 


142 


Mas there not blood enough, when one ſmall drop 
Had pow'r to ranſom thouſand worlds, and ſtop 

1 he mouth ot juſtice ? Lord, I bled before 

In thy deep wour ds; can Juſtice challenge more? 
Or doft thou vainly labour to hedge in 

Thy lofles from my ſides ? my blood is thin, 

Ard thy free bounty ſcerns ſuch eaſy thrift ; 

No, no, thy blood came not as love but gift. 

Eut mult I ever grind ? and mult I earn 

Ncthing but flripes? O wilt thou difaltern 

The reit thou gav'it ? haſt thou perus'd the curſe 
Thou laid'ſt on Adam's fall, and made it worſe ? 
Canſt thou repent of mercy ? heav'n thought good 


Loſt man ſhould feed in ſweet ; not work in blood: 


Why doſt thou wound th' already wounded breaſt ! 
Ah me! my life is but a pain at beſt : 

am but dying duſt: my day's a ſpan ; 

Mhat 2 tak'ſt thou in the blood of man? 
Stare, ſpare thy ſcourge, and be not ſo auſtere: 
Send fewer ſtrokes, or lend more ſtrength to bea r. 


8. BERN. 


Emblems. Book 3. 


There was no fin, there was no guilt in thee, (me, 
hat caus'd thoſe pains; thou ſweat'ſt, thou bled'ſt for 


Bock 3. Emblems. 143 
S. BER N. Hom. 81. in Cant. 


3. 


Ne, 
for 
Miſerable man] who ſpall deliver me from the aps 
roach of this ſhameful bondage? Tam a miſerable man, 
but a free man; free, becauſe a man; miſerable, be- 
auſe a ſervant : in regard of my bondage, miſerable ; 
n regard of my will, inexcuſable : for my will, that 
was free, beflaved it ſelf to ſin, by aſſenting to ſin ; 
for be that committeth ſin, is the ſervant to ſin. 


E PIG. 4 
Tax not thy God: thine own defaults did urge 
This two-fold puniſhment : the mill, the ſcourge. 
Thy fin's the author of thy ſelf-rormenting : 
Thou grind'ſt for finning 8 ſcourg'd for not repenting. 
: 5 
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4 made me as. the Clay. wilt thou bring 
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V. 
JOB 10. 9. 


Remember I beſeech thee, that thou haſt made 
me as the clay, and wilt thou bring me to 
duſt again. 


T HUS from the boſom of the new-made earth 
Pour man was delv'd and had his unborn birth; 

The ſame the ſtuff, the ſel-ſame hand doth trim 

The plant that fades, the beaſt that dies, and him : 

One was their fire, one was their common mother, 

Plants are his ſiſters, and the beaſt his brother, 

The elder too; beaſts draw the ſelf-ſame breath, 

Wax old alike, and die the ſelt-ſame death: 

Plants grow as he, with fairer robes array d: 

Alike they flouriſh, and alike they fade: 

The beaſt in ſenſe exceeds him, and in growth; 

The three-ag'd oak doth thrice exceed them both: 

Why look'ſt thou then fo big, thou little ſpan 

Ot. earth; what art thou more in being man? 

|, but my great creator did infpire 

My choſen earth, with the diyiner fire 

Of reaſon ; gave me judgment and a will; 

That, to know good; this, to chooſe good from ill: 

He puts the reins of pow'r in my free hand, 

A juriſdiction over ſea and land, 

He gave me art to lengthen out my ſpan ' 

Of life, and made me all, in being man : 

but thy paſſton has committed treaſon : 

Againſt the ſacred perſon of thy reaſon: 

Thy judgment is corrupt, perverſe they will; 

That knows no good, and this makes choice of ill: 


5 


The 
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The greater height ſends down the deeper fall; 
And good declin d turns bad, turns worſt of all. 
Say then, proud inch of living earth, what can 
Thy greatneſs claim the more in being man? 

O but my ſoul tranſcends the pitch of nature, 
Forn up by th' image of her high creator; 
Out-braves the life of reaſon, and bears down 
Her waxen wings, kicks off her brazen crown. 
My hearr's a living temple t' entertain 

'The king of glory, and his glorious train : 

How can I mend my title then? where can 
Ambition find a higher ſtile than man? 

Ah! but that image is defac'd and ſoil'd ; 

Her temple's raz d, her altar's all defil'd; 

Her veſſels are polluted and diſdain'd 

With loathed luſt, her ornaments prophan'd ; 

Her oil-forſaken lamps, and hollow'd tapers 

Put cut; her incenſe breaths unſav'ry vapours : 
Why twell'{t thou then ſo big, thou little ſpan 

Of earth? what art thou more in being man ? 
Eternal potter, whoſe bleſt hands did lay 

My 8 foundation from a ſod of clay, 

I hou know'ſt my {lender veſſel's apt to leak ; 
Thou know'ſt my brittle temper's prone to break; 
Are my bones brazil, or my fleſh of oak ? 

O, mend what thou haſt made, what I have broke: 
Look, look with gentle eyes, and in thy day 

Ot vengeance, Lord, remember I am clay. 


8. AUGUST, 


Book 3. | Emblems. 
S. AUGUST. Solioq. 32. 


Shall Jas, who made me? It was thou that madeſt 
e, without whom nothing was made: thou art my 
maker, and I thy work. I thank thee, my Lord God, 
by whom T live, and by whom all things ſubſiſt, be- 
auſe thou madeſt me: I thank thee, O my potter, be- 
auſe * y hands have made me, becauſe thy hands have 
ormed me. 


( 
EPIG. 5. | 


by ſwell'ſt thou, man, puft up with fame and purſe ? 
IYart better earth, but born to dig the worſe : 
ou cam'ſt from earth, to earth thou muſt return, 

nd art but earth caſt from the womb to th* urn. 


Emblems. 
VI. 
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VI. 
JOB 7. 20. 
] have finned: what ſhall J do unto thee 
O thou preſerver of men? why doſt thou ſet 


me as a-mark againſt thee? 


L Ord, I have done; and, Lord, I have miſdone; 
"Tis folly to conteſt, to ſtrive with one 

That is roo ſtrong; tis folly to aſſail 

Or prove an arm, that will, that muſt, prevail. 

re done, l've done; theſe — hands have thrown 
Their daring weapons down: the day's thine own: 
Forbear to {trike where thou haſt won the field, 
The palm, the palm is thine: I yield, I yield. 
Theſe treach'rons hands that were ſo vainly bold 
To try a thriveleſs combat, and to hold 
&lf-wounded weapons up, are now extended 

For mercy from th hand ; that knee that bended 
Upon her guardleſs guard, doth now repent 
Upon this naked floor; ſee both are bent, 

And ſue for pity: O my ragged wound 

k deep and defp'rate, it is drench'd and drown'd 

In blood and briny tears: it doth: begin 

To ſtink without, and putrify within. 

Let that xictorious hank that now appears 

Juſt in my blood, prove gracious to my tears: 

Thou great preſerver of preſumptuous man, 

What ſhall I do? what ſatisfaction can 

oor duſt and aſhes make? O if that blood 

hat yet remains unſhed, where half as good 

As blood of oxen, if my death might be 


An off ring to atone my God and me, 
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I would diſdain injurious life, and ſtand 

A ſuitor to be wounded from thy hand. 

But may thy n be meaſur'd by the ſpan 

Of life, or balanc'd with the blood of man ? 

No, no, eternal fin expects for guerdon, 

Eternal penance, or eternal pardon : 

Lay down thy weapons, turn thy wrath away, 

And pardon him that hath no price to pay ; 
Enlarge that ſoul, which baſe preſumption binds ; 
Thy juſtice cannot looſe what mercy finds 
O thou that wilt not bruiſe the broken reed, 

Rub not my ſores, nor prick the wounds that bleed. 
Lord, if the peeviſh infant-fights and flies, 

With ynpar'd weapons, at his mother's eyes, 

Her frowns (half mix'd with ſmiles) may chance to ſhey 
An angry love-trick on his arm, or ſo; 

Where, if the babe but make a lip and cry, 

Her heart begins to melt, and by and by 

She coaks his dewy cheeks ; her babe ſhe bliſſes, 
And choaks her language with a thouſand kiſſes; 

I am that child: lo, here I proſtrate lie, 

Pleading for mercy ; I repent and cry 

For gracious pardon : let thy gentle ears 

Hear that in words, what mothers judge in tears : 
See not my frailties, Lord, but — my fear, 
And look on ev'ry treſpaſs through a tear : 

Then calm thine anger, and appear more mild ; 
Remember, th'art a farther, I a child. 


8. BE RN. 


K 3 Hock 3. Emblems. 151 
S. BERN. Ser. 21. in Cant. 


eg man! who ſhall deliver me from the re- 
troach of this ſhameful bondage? I am a miſerable 
nan, bur a free man : free, becauſe like to Ged ;, miſ- 
rable, becauſe againſt God: O keeper of mankind, why 
uſt thou fer me as a mark againſt thee ? thou haſt ſet 
me, becauſe thou haſt not hindred me: It is juſt that 
jy enemy ſnould be my enemy, and that he who re- 
guet thee, ſhould repugu me: I who am againſt 


bee, am againſt my ſelf. 


hew 


EPI. 6. 

at form'd, and fight! but born, and then rebel ! 
low ſmall a blaſt will make a bubble fivell ? 

Jt dares the floor affront the hand that laid it ? 
NF #Þt is duſt to fly in's face that made it. 
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Wherefore "3 WY 5 Bk thir face. o 


bolde#t mee for 227 Ene nis. Il. 7 24 


k; 


Book 3. Emblems. 153 
VII. 


| JOB 13. 24. 
I herefore Hideſt thou thy face, and hboldeft 


me for thine enemy. 


HY doſt thou' ſhade thy lovely face? O why 
Does that eclipſing hand ſo long deny 
he ſun-ſhine of thy ſoul-enliyening eye? 


Nithout that li ht, what light remains in me? 
hou art my lite, my way, my light, in thee 
live, I move, and by thy beams ſee. 


Thou art my life; if thou but turn away, - 
y lite's a thouſand deaths: thou art my way: 
thout thee, Lord, I travel not, but ſtray. 


light thou art; without thy glorious ſight, 
ine eyes are darken'd with perpetual night. 
God, thou art my way, my life, my light. 


Thou art my way; I wander, if thou flie : 
Thou art my li U, if hid, how blind am I? 
[hou art my lie; if thou withdraw, I die. 


line eyes are blind and dark, I cannot ſee; 
Io whom, or whither ſhould my darkneſs flee, 
ut to the light? and who's that light but thee 2. 


path is loſt, my wand'ring ſteps do ſtray ; 
cannot ſafely go, nor ſafely tay ; 4 
hom ſhould I ſeek but thee, my path, my way? 
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O, I am dead : to whom ſhall I, poor T, 
Repair? to whom ſhall my ſad aſhes fly, 
But life? and where is life but in thine eye? 


And yet thou turn' away thy face, and fly'ſt me; 
And yet I ſue for grace, and thou deny'ſt me; 
Speak, art thou angry, Lord, or only try' me ? 


Unskreen thoſe heav'nly lamps, or teel me why 
Thou ſhad'ſt thy face? perhaps thou think'ſt no eye 
Can view thoſe flames, and not drop down and die. 


If that be all, ſhine forth and draw thee nigh'r ; 
Let me behold and die, for my defire 
Is, Phenix-like, to periſh in that fire. 


Death-conquer'd Laa rus was redeem'd by thee z 
If I am dead, Lord, ſet death's * tree ; 
Am I more fpent, or tink I worſe than he ? 


If my puft life be out, give leave to tine 
My ſhameleſs ſnuff at that bright lamp of thine ; 
O what's thy light the leſs for light'ning mine? 


If I have loſt my path, great Shepherd ſay, 
Shall U fill wander in a doubtful _ Ic! 
Lord, ſhall alamb of 1//els ſheep-told fray ? 


Thou art the pilgrim's path, the blind man's eye ; 
The dead man's life: on thee my hopes rely; 
It thou remove, I err, I grope I die. 


Diſcloſe thy ſun- beams, cloſe thy wings and ſtay ; 
See, ſee how I am blind and dead, and ſtray, 
O thou that art my light, my life, my way. 


he 
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S. AUGUST 


b book 3. Emblems. 155 
S. AUGUST. Soliloq. cap. r. 


Why doſt thou hide thy face? happily thou wilt ſay, 
oe can ſee thy face and live ab] Lord, let me die, 
but T may ſee thee ; let me ſe thee, that I may die: 
0 nor live, but dies; that Imap ſee Chriſt, I 
fire death; that Imay live with Chriſt, I deſpiſe life. 


ANSELM. Med. cap. 5. 


0 excellent hiding, which is become my perfection 
Cod, thou hideſt thy treaſure, to kindle my deſire ! 
ou hideſt thy pearl, to inflame the ſeeker ; thou de- 
yt zo give, that thou may'ſt teach me to importune z 
ſt not to hear, to make me pre ſevere. 1 


EPIG. 7. 
gav'n's all- quick'ning eyes vouchſafe to ſhine 
pon our ſouls, we ſlight ; if not, we whine : 
* 6quinoCtial hearts can never lie 


SIe, beneath the tropicks of that eye. 
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) that my Head were waters, and 
mme eres a formtame of teares . 
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kt Dok Js Emblems, 


VIII. 


JE R. 9. 1. 


that my head were waters, and mine eyes 
a fountain of tears, that I might weep day 
and night, 


That mine eyes were ſprings, and could transform { 
Their drops to ſeas; my ſighs into a ſtorm 

f zeal, and ſacred violence, wherein 

his lab'ring veſſel, laden with her fin, | 

ight ſuffer ſudden ſhipwrack, and be ſpilt 
pon that rock, where my drench'd ſoul may fit, | 
Yerwhelm'd with plenteous paſſion : O, and there {| 
prop, drop, into an everlaſting ter! | [18 
h me! that ev'ry ſliding vein that wanders  - if 
rough this vaſt iſle, did work her wild meanders | | 
WW brackiſh tears inſtead of blood, and ſwell | 
is fleſh with holy dropfies, from whoſe well, 
lade warm with f hs, may fume my waſting breath, 
hilſt 1 diſſolve in ſtreams, and reek to death 
eſe narrow ſluices of my dribbling eyes 

ue much too ſtrait for thoſe quick ſprings that riſe, 
nd hourly fill my temples to the top; + 


cannot ſhed for every ſin a drop ; 

reat builder of mankind, why haſt thou ſent 1] 
uch ſwelling floods, and made ſo ſmall a vent ? 

that this fleſh had been compos'd of ſnow, 


licad of earth; aud bones of ice, that ſo, 


Feeling 
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Feeling the fervor/of my ſin; and loathing | 
The fire I feel, I might have thaw'd to nothing! 
O thou that didit, with hopeful joy, entomb 

Me thrice three Moons in thy laborious womb, 
And then, with joyful pain, brought'it forth a ſon, 
What worth thy labour has thy labour done ? 
What was there ah ! what was there in my birth 
That could deſerve the eaſieſt ſmile of mirth ? 

A man was born: alas! and what's a man? 
A ſcuttle full of duſt, a meaſur'd ſpan 

Of flittering time; a furniſh'd pack, whoſe wares 
Are ſullen griets, and ſoul-tormenting cares : 

A vale of tears, a veſſel tunn'd with breath, 

By ſickneſs broacht, to be drawn out by death: 

A hapleſs helpleſs thing that born does cry 

To feed, that feeds to live, that lives to die. 

Great God and Man, whoſe eye ſpent drops ſo often 
For me that cannot weepenough ; O ſoften 

Theſe marble brains, and ſtrike this flinty rock; 
Or, if the muſick of thy Peter's cock 

Will more prevail, fill, fill my heark'ning ears 
With that ſweet ſound, that I may melt in tears 

I cannot weep until thou broach mine eye ; 

O give me vent, or elſe I burſt, and die. 
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| S. AMBROS. in Pal. 118. 


He that commits fins to be wept fer, cannot weep for 
ns committed; and being himſelf moſt lamentable, hath 
n tears to lament his offences. 


N AZ IAN Z. Ort. 3z. 
Tears are the deluge of fin, and the *vorld's ſacrifice. 
S. HIER ON. in Eſaiam. 


Prayer appeaſes God, but a tear compels him: That 
nodes Him, but this conſtrains him. 


E PIG. 8. 
th is an iſland ported round with fears; NY 
by way to heav'n is throughthe ſea of tears, 
's a ſtormy paſſage, where is found 
de wrack, of many a ſhip, but no man drown'd. 
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Emblems, 


IX. 


PSALM 18. 5. 


The ſorrows of hell compaſſed me about, and 
the ſnares of death prevented me. 


Þ not this type well cut, in ev'ry part 

Full of rich cunning ? fill'd with Zeuxian art? 
Are not the hunters, and their Sgian hounds 
Limn'd full to th' life? didit ever hear the ſounds 
Of muſick, and the lip-dir iding breaths 

Of the ſtrong-winded horn, — — and deaths, 
Done more exact? th' infernal Nimrcds hollow ? 
The lawleſs purlieus? and the game they follow? 
The hidden engines, and the ſnares that lie 

do undiſcover'd, ſo obſcure to th' eye? 

The new drawn net, and her intangled prey ? 

And him that cloſes it? Beholder, ſay, 

lot not well done? ſeems not an em'lous ſtrife 
Betwixt the rare-cut picture and the life? 

Theſe purlieu- men are devils ; and the hounds, 
(Thoſe quick-nos'd canibals, that ſcour the ground) 
Temptations ; and the game, the fiends purſue, 
Are human fouls, which {till they have in view; 
Whoſe fury if they chance to ſcape, by flying 

The skilful hunter plants his net, cloſe lying 

On th? 1 earth, baited with treature, 
Ambitious honour, and ſelf-waſting pleaſure : 
Where, if the ſoul but ſtoop, deaths ſtands prepar'd 
To draw the net, and drown the ſouls enſnar'd. 


H 2 Poor 
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Poor ſoul ! how art thou hurried to and fro? 
Where canſt thou ſafely ſtay? where ſafely go? 
If ſtay ; theſe hot-mouth'd hounds are apt to tear thee; 
If go; the ſnares encloſe, the nets enſnare thee : 
What good in this bad world has pow'r t'invite thee 

A willing gueſt ? wherein can earth delight thee ? 
Her pleaſures are but itch ; her wealth, but cares: 

A world of dangers, and a world of ſnares: 

The cloſe purfuers buſy hands do plant 

Snares in thy ſubſtance ; ſnares attend thy want ; 
Snares in thy credit; ſnares in thy diſgrace ; 

Snares in thy high eſtate ; ſnares in thy baſe: 
Snares tuck thy bed; and ſnares ſurround thy board; 
Snares watch thy thoughts ; and ſnares attach thy word; 
Snares in thy quiet; ſnares in thy commotion ; 

Snares in thy diet; ſnares in thy devotion ; 

Snares lurk in thy reſolves, ſnares in thy doubt ; 
Snares lie within thy heart, and ſnares withour, 
Snares are above thy head, and ſnares beneath, 
Snares in thy ſickneſs, ſnares are in thy death: 

O! it theſe purlie to be ſo full of danger, 

Great God of hearts, the world's ſole ſoy'reign ranger. 
Preſerve thy deer and let my ſoul be bleſt 

In thy ſafe foreſt, where I ſeek for reſt : 

Then let the hell-hounds roar, I fear no Ill; 

Rouſe me they may, but have no power to kill. 
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S. AMBROS. lib. 4. in cap. 4. in Luc. 

The rezward of honours, the height of power, the 
delicacy of diet, and the beauty of an hariot, are the 
vares of the devil. 

S. AMBR OS. de bono mortis. 


IWR thou ſeekeſt pleaſure, thou runneſt into ſnares, 
or tie eye of the harlot is the ſnare of the adulterer. 


SAVANAR. 


83 


nee; 


In eating he ſets before ns gluttony; in generation, 
luxury; iu labour, fluggiſbneſs, in converſing, envy ; 
in governing, covetouſneſs; in correcting anger; in 
honour, pride ; in the heart, he ſets evil thoughts; in 
the mouth, evil words; in actions, evil works , when 
gwake, he moves us to evil actions; when afleep, to 
uthy areams, | 25 ; 


get, 


* 
KS © # 


EPIG. 9 | 

be fad, my heart, deep dangers wait thy mirth : 

Thy foul's way laid by ſea, by hell, by earth : 

Hell has her hounds; earth, ſnares; the ſea, a ſhelf; 

But moſt of all, my heart, beware thy ſell. 
e | 
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Book 3. Emblems. 


X. 
PSALMS 143. 2. 


Enter not into judgment with thy ſervant, for 
in thy ſight ſhall no man living be juſtified. 


Feſus. Fuſtice. Sinner. 
3 (mands 


Ding forth the pris'ner, Juſtice. u. _ com- 
Are done, juſt judge: See here the pris'ner ſtands. 

Zeſ.What has the pris ner done? Say; what's the cauſe 
Of his commitment? Zuft. He hath broke the laws 
Of his too gracious God; conſpir'd the death 
Of that great Majeſty that gave him breath, 

And heaps tranſgreſſion, Lord, upon tranſgreſſion. 

e How know'(t thou this? Ju. Ev'n by his own con- 
His fins are crying; and they cry'd aloud : ( feſſion: 
They cry'd to heav'n, they cry'd to heav'n for blood. 

Zeſ. What ſay'ſt thou, finner? haſt thou ought to plead 
That ſertence ſhould not paſs? hold up thy head, 

And ſhew thy braz'n, thy rebellious face. 

Hu. Ah me! I dare not: I'm too vile and baſe 
To tread upon the earth, much more, to lift 
Mine eyes to heav'n; I need no other ſhrift 
Taan mine own conſcience ; Lord, I mult confeſs, 
| am no more than duſt, and no whit leſs 
Than my indictment ſtiles me; ah! if thou 
Search too ſevere, with too ſevere a brow, 
hat flefh can ſtand? I have tranſgreſt thy laws 
My merits plead thy vengeance ; not my cauſe. 


H 4 Just 


166 Emblems. Book 4 


Zuſt. Lord ſhall I ſtrike the blow? 7eſ. Hold. Juſtice 
Sinner, Speak on; what haſt thou more to ſay ? ({tay; 
Sin. Vile as I am, and of my ſelf abhorr'd, 
I am thy handy-work, thy creature, Lord, 
Stampt with thy glorious image, and at firſt 
Moſt like to thee, though now a poor accurſt, 
Convicted caitiff, and degen'rous creature, 
Here trembling at thy bar. 7z/?. Thy fault's the greater 
Lord, ſhall I ſtrike the blow? 74 Hold, Juſtice, lay. 
Speak finner ; haſt thou nothing elſe to ſay ? 

Siu. Nothing but mercy, mercy, Lord; my ſtate 
Is miſerably poor and defperate ; 
I quite renounce my ſelf, the world, and flee 
- FromT ord to eſis, from thy ſelf to thee. 

Fr. Ceaſe thy vain hopes; my angry God has vow'd; 
Abuſed mercy mult have blood for blood: 
Shall I yet ſtrike the blow? Jef. Stay, Juſtice, hold; 
My bowels yearn, my fainting blood grows cold, 
To view the trembling wretch ; methinks I ſpie, 
My father's Image in the pris'ner eye. 

Feſt. I cannot hold. fe Then turn thy thirſty blade 
Into my ſides, let there the wound be made: 
Chear up, dear ſoul; redeem thy life with mine: 
My foul ſhall ſmart, my heart ſhall bleed for thine. 

Sin. O groundlefs deeps ! O love beyond degree 

Th' offended dies to ſet th' offender free. 
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8. AUGUST. 


Lord, if Thave done that, for which thou mayeſt dawn 
me; thou haſt not loſt that, whereby thou mayeſt ſave 
me : remember not, ſweer Jeſus, thy juſtice againſt the 


Book 3. 


ſianer, but thy benignity towards thy creature: re- 


member not to proceed againſt a guilty ſout, but re- 
member thy mercy towards a miſerable wretch : for- 
get rhe inſolence of the provoker, and behold the miſery 
of the invoker ; for what is Jeſus but à Saviour? 


ANSELM. 


Have reſpect to what thy ſon hath done for me, and 
forget what my ſins have done againſt thee: my fleſh 
hath provoked thee to vengeance ; let the fleſh of Chriſt 
move thee to mercy : It is much that my rebellions have 
deſerves ; but it is more that my reaeemer hath merited. 


E PEG: 5 
Mercy of mercies ! He that was my drudge 
no my advocate, is now my judge: 
He ſuffers, pleads, and ſentences alone: 
Tarce I adore, and yet adore but one. 
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Emblems. 
XI. 
PSALM 62. 15. 


Let not the water floods overflow me, neither 
let the deeps ſwallow me up. 


THE world's a ſea ; my fleſh a ſhip that's mann'd: 

With lab'ring thoughts, & ſteer'd by reaſon's hand 

My heart's the ſeaman's card, whereby ſhe fails ; 

My looſe affections are the greater fails ; 

The top- ſail is my fancy, and the guſts 

That fill theſe wanton ſheets, are worldly luſts. 

Pray'r is the eahle, at whoſe end appears 

The anchor hope, ne'er ſlip'd but in our fears: 

My will's th* unconſtant pilot, that commands 

The ſtagg'ring keel; my fins are like the ſands: 

Repentance is the bucket, and mine eye 

The pump unus'd {but in extreams) and dry: 

My conſcience is the plummet that does preſs 

The deeps, but ſeldom cries, O farhomleſs : 

Smooth calm's ſecurity ; the gulph, deſpair 

My freight's corruption, and this life's my fare: 

My ſoul's the — confus'dly driv'n 

From fear to fright; her landing port is heav'n. 

My ſeas are ſtormy, and my ſhip doth lea't; 

My failers rude ; my ſteers-man faint and weak: 

My canvaſs torn, it flaps from fide to fide : 

My cable's crackt, my anchor's {lightly ty'd , 

My Pilot's craz'd ; my fhip-wrack ſands are cloak d; 

My bucket's broken, and my pump is choak'd ; 

My calm's deceitful ; and my gulf too near; 

My wares are ſlubber'd, and my fare's too dear: 

My plummet's light, it cannot fink nor ſound; 

O, ſhall my rock-bethreaten'd ſoul be drowa'd ? wi 
* 
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Lord, {till the ſeas, and ſhield my ſhip from harm; 
Inſtruct my failors, guide my ſteerſman's arm: 
Touch thou my compaſs, and renew my ſails, j 
Send ſtiffer courage or ſend milder gales ; | 
Make ſtrong my cable, bind my anchor faſter ; 
Direct my pilot, and be thou his maſter ; 

Object the lands to my more ſerious view, 

Make found my bucket, bore my pump a new: 
New-calt my plummet, make it apt to try | 

Where the rocks luck, and where the quick- ſands lie 
Guard thou the gulf with love, my calms with care; 
Cleanſe thou my fraight; accept my ſlender fare; 
Refreſh the ſea-fick paſſenger; cut ſhort 

His voyage ; land him in his wiſhed port : 

Thou, thou, whom winds and ſtormy ſeas obey, 
That through the deep gav'ſt grumbling 1//e/ way, 
Say to my ſoul, be ſafe; and then mine eye 
Shall ſcorn grim death, although grim death ſtand by, 
O thou whoſe {trength-reviving arm did cheriſh 
Thy ſinking Peter, at the point to periſh, 

Reach forth thy hand, or bid me tread the wave, 

I'll come, I'll come: the voice that calls will ſave, 
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Ss. AMBR OS. Apol. poſt. pro David. Cap. 3. 


The confluence of Inſt makes a great tempeſt, which 
in this ſea aiſturbeth the ſea faring ſoul, that reaſon 
cannot govern it. 


S. AUGUST. Soliloq. cap. 35. 


Ve labour in the boiſterons ſea : thou ſtamdeſt upon 
the ſpore and ſeeſt our dangers ; give us grace to hold a 
middle cour ſe Mtadt vt Scylla and Charybdis, that botb 
dangers eſcaped. we may arrive at the port ſecure. 
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E PIG. 11. , 
My ſoul, the ſeas are rough, and thou a ſtranger 
In theſe falſe coaſts; O keep aloof ; there's danger: 
Caſt forth thy plummet; ſee a rock appears; 
Thy ſhip wants ſea- room; make it with thy tears. 


172 Emblems. 
XII. 


— — 
— _— 


-— — — 
— — 


8 = >\ . Q \ 7 
— Ne Do > : 


DEE ERS 
” % * 


Wd 


qd 


2 


0 


*is 
10-00, =O 


_ 
SEE NS 
»% 


* 
=* wks 
N . 


O that thou wouldſt protect me in the N 
| IM \grave aud lide nie untill thy furie be | 
| (on pat job 14. 


— 
— 


K; Book 3. Emblems. 173 
XII. 
JOB 14. 13. 


0 that thou wouldſt hide me in the grave, that 
thou would/t keep me in ſecret until thy 


wrath be paſt ! 
0 Whither ſhall I flie ? what path untrod 

Shall I ſeek out to ſcape the flaming rod 
Of my offended, of my angry God? 


Where ſhall I ſojourn? what kind ſea will hide 
My head from thunder ? where ſhall I abide, 
Until his flames be quench'd or laid afide ? 


What, if my feet ſhould take their haſty flight, 
And ſeek 3 en in the ſhades of night? 
Alas! no ſhades can blind the God of light. 


What, if my ſoul ſhould take the wings of day, 
And find ſome deſert? If ſhe ſprings away, 3 
The wings of vengeance clip as faſt as they. -| 


What, if ſome ſolid rock ſhould entertain 
My frighted ſoul? can ſolid rocks reſtrain 
The ſtroke of Juſtice, and not cleave in twain? 


Nor ſea, nor ſhade, nor ſhield, nor rock, nor cave, 
Nor filent deſerts, nor the ſullen grave, 
What flame-ey'd fury means to ſmite, can fave. 


The ſeas will part, graves open, rocks will ſplit ; 
The ſhield will cleave ; the frighted ſhadows flit; 
Where Juſtice aims, her fiery darts mult hit. 
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There is no place above, beneath, or under, 


Ah ͤ me! where is he not, that's ev'ry where ? 


Br 


No, no, if ſtern-brow'd vengeance means to thunder, 


So cloſe, but will unlock, or rive in ſunder. 


"Tis vain to flee ; tis neither here nor there 
Can ſcape that hand, until that hand forbear ; 


"Tis vain to flee, till gentle mercy ſhew 
Her better eye ; the farther off we go, 
The ſwing of juſtice deals the mightier blow. 


Th' ingenuous child, corrected, doth not flie 
His angry Mother's hand, but clings more nigh, 
And quenches with his tears her flaming eye. 


Shadows are faithleſs, and the rocks are falſe; 
No truſt in braſs, no truſt in marble walls; 
Poor cots are ev'n as {ate as princes hall. 


Great God! there is no ſafety here below; 
Thou art my fortreſs, thou that ſeem'ſt my foe, 
*Tis thou, that ſtrik'ſt the ſtroke, muſt guard the bloy 


Thou art my God, by thee I fall or ftand; _ 
Thy grace hath giv'n me courage to withſtand 
All tortures, but my conſcience and thy hand. 


I know thy juſtice is wy felf ; I know, 
Juſt God, thy very ſelf i 


is mercy too ; 


If not to thee, where, whither ſhall I go? 


Then work thy will; if paſſion bid me flee, 
My reaſon ſhall obey; my wings ſhall be 


Stretcht out no further than from thee to thee. ath 


0 ro: 
now 


8. AUGUST; 


Book 3. Emblems. e 
14 8. AUGUST. in Pfal. 33. "Fs 


Whether fie 1? to chat flace can I ſafely fiy? to 
what neolintain? ro whateden ? to chat ſtrong houſe? 
whar caſtle ſhall I hold? what walls ſhall hold me ? 
«hither ſoever Igo, my ſelf followeth me: For what- 
vever thou flieſt, O man, thou mayeſt, but thy own 
onſcrence : whereſoever, O Lora, I gc, I find thee ; if 
ry, 4 revenger ; if appeaſed, a redeemer : what way 
have J, but to fie from thes to thee : that thou may It 
wo thy Goa, addreſs to thy Lord, 
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lath vengeance found thee? can thy fears command 
o rocks to ſhield thee from her thund'ring hand ? 
ow it thou not where to 'ſcape ? I'll tell thee where; 
ly foul, make clean thy conſcience ; hide thee there. 
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XIII. 
JOB 10. 20. 


re not my days few? Ceaſe then, and let me 
alone, that I may bewail my ſelf alittle. 


Y glaſs is half unſpent ; forbear t'arreſt 
My thriftleſs day too ſoon : my poor requeſt 
I; that my glaſs may run but out the reſt. 


My time-devour'd minutes will be done 
lithout thy help; ſee, ſee how ſwift they run: 
ut not my thread before my thread be ſpun. 


he gain's not great I purchaſe by this ſtay ; 
ſhat loſs ſuſtain'ſt thou by ſo ſmall delay, 
o whom ten thouſand years are but a day? 


My foll'wing eye can hardly make a ſhift 
o count my winged hours; they fly ſo ſwift, 
hey ſcarce deſerve the bounteous name of gift, 


e ſecret wheels of hurrying time do give, 
© ſhort a warning, and ſo faſt they drive, 
hat I am dead before I ſeem to live. 


Ind what's a life? a weary pilgrimage, 
ſhoſe glory in one day doth fill thy ttage 
"ith child-hood, man-hood, and decri pit age. 


ind what's a life ? the flouriſhing array 
the proud ſummer-meadow, which to day 
ear s her green pluſh, and is to morrow hay. 


ind what's a life? A blaſt ſuſtain'd with cloathing, 

Mintain'd with food, retain'd with vile ſelf-loathing, 

ten weary of it ſelf, a gain to nothing. 1 
ca 
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Read on this dial, how the ſhades devour 
My ſhort liv'd winter's day; hour eats up hour; 
Alas! the total's but from eight to four. 


— 
— —— 2 2 —_— D 


| 7 
| Behold theſe lillies (which thy hands have made 01 
air copies of my lite, and open laid | vſon 


To view) how ſoon they droop, how ſoon they fade 


| Shade not that dial night will blind too ſoon ; 
=. My non-ag'd day already points to noon ; 
How ſimple is my ſuit! how ſmall my boon ! 


Nor do ] beg this ſlender inch, to while 
A The time away, or ſafely to beguile 
A My thoughts with joy, there's nothing worth a ſmile. 


Xo, no: tis not to pleaſe my wanton ears 
With trantick mirth, I beg but hours, not years: 
And what thou giv'it me, | will give to tears. 


Draw not that ſoul which would be rather led! 
That ſeed has yet not broke my ſerpent's head; 
O ſhall I die before my fins are dead? EN 


—— 4 —_ * 


Behold theſe rags; am I a fitting gueſt 
To taſte the danties of thy royal feaft, 
With hands and face unwaſh'd, ungirt, unbleſt ? 
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Firſt, let the Jordan ſtreams, that find ſupplies 
From the deep fountain of my heart, ariſe, 
And cleanſe my ſpots, and clear my lep'rous eyes. 
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I have a world of fins to be lamented ; 
I have a fea of tears that muſt be vented : 
O ſpare till then; and then I die contented. | 
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8. AUGUST. lib. de Civit. Dei, cap. 10. 


The time wherein we live, is taken from the ſpace 
our life; and what remaineth, is daily made leſs, 

plomrch that the time of our life is nothing but a 
age to cath. 


8. GR E G. lib. 8 cap. 44. in Job. 


I moderate afflitions bring tears, ſo immoderate 
the azway tears; inſomuch that ſorrow becometh no 
row, which ſwollowing up the mind of the afflified, 
meth azvay the ſenſe » the affiiftion. | 
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E PIG. 13. 

't thou to go, when ſuch an arm invites thee ? 
ad'ſt thou thy loads of fin? or what affrights thee ? 
ou begin to fear, thy fear begins: 


scan he bear thee hence, and not thy fins? 
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XIV. 


DEUT. 32. 29. 


0 that men were wiſe, that they underſtood 
this, that they would confider their latter 


end. 


Fleſh. Shirit. 


NI Hat means my ſiſter's eye ſo oft to paſs 
Through the long entry of that optick glaſs ? 
Tell me ; what ſecret virtue doth invite 
Thy wrinkled eye to ſuch unknown delight ? 
H. It helps the fight, makes things remote appear 
ln perfect view; it draws the objects near. 
Fl What ſenſe-delighting objects doſt thou ſpie ? 
What doth that glaſs preſent before thine eye ? 
5}. 1 ſee thy foe,. my reconciled friend, | 
Grim death, e'en ſtanding at the glaſse's end: 
His left hand holds a branch of palm; his right 
Holds forth a two-edg'd ſword. Fl. A proper ſight. 
And is this all? doth thy proſpective pleaſe 
Th' abuſed fancy with no — but theſe? 
. Yes, I bzhold the darken'd ſun bereav'n 
Of all his light, the battlements of heav'n 
Swelt'ring in flames; the angel-guarded ſon 
Of glory on his high tribunal-throne ; 
| ſee a brimſtone ſea of boiling fire, 
And fiends, with knotted whips of flaming wire, 
Tort'ring poor ſouls, that —_ their teeth in vain, 
And gnaw their flame-tormented tongues for pain. 
Look, Siſter, how the queaſy-ſtomach'd graves 
Vomit their dead, aud how the purple waves 


Scald 
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Scald their conſumeleſs bodies, ſtrongly curſing 
All wombs for bearing, and all paps for nurſing, 
Fl. Can thy diſtemper'd fancy take delight 
In view of tortures; theſe are ſhows t'affright: 
Look in this glafs triangular; look here, 
Here's that will raviſh eyes. Sp. What ſeeſt thou there 
H. The world in colours; colours that diſtain +. - 
The cheeks of Proteus or the ſilken train 
Of Hcra's Nymphs ; ſuch various forts of hew, 
As ſun-confronting Tris never knew: . | 
Here, if thou pleaſe to beautify a town, 
Thou may'ſt; or with a hand, turn't upſide doyn 
Here may'it thou ſcant or widen by the meaſure 
Of thine own will; make ſhort or long at pleaſure; 
Here may'ſt thou tire thy fancy, and adeile 
With ſhows more apt to pleaſe more curious eyes, 
Sp. Ah fool! that doat'ſt on vain, on preſent toys, 
And difreſpe&'f thoſe true, thoſe future joys : 
How ſtrongly are thy thoughts befool'd, alas! 
To doat on goods that periſh with thy glaſs! 
Nay, vaniſh with the turning of a hand: 
Were they but painted colours, it * ſtand 
With painted reaſon that they might devote thee; 
But things that have no being to beſot thee ? 
- Forefight of future torments is the way 
To baulk thoſe ills which preſent joys betray. 
As thou haſt fool'd thy ſelf ſo now come hither, 
Break that fond glaſs, and let's be wiſe together. 
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8. BON AVE N T. de contemptu ſeculi. 


0 that men would be wiſe, underſtand, and foreſee. 
Be ai ſe, to Rnow three things, the multitude of thoſe 
that are to be damned; the few number of thoſe that 
ire to be ſaved; and the vanity of tranſitory things : 
underſtand three things; the multitude of fins, the 
miſſon of good things, and the loſs of time 4 A 
tree things; the danger of death, the laſt judgment, 
nd eternal puniſpment. . 


exe 


7 
s 
1 * N 
wn, | 
re 
(ute; 
J a” 
* 
. | 
- - go y N : 
- 44. 
F ; ” PN 
. "_ 1 > ** * 5 
| y "© FRS 0 
| 2 . * 
> =EBL-, ; — 
4 „ | * J 
- . 4 9 2 7 
228 8 5 . w wi **1: pg | 
3 ==; 7 4* K 9 o 
45 wat : 42 1 * 
KY FB : oY i Vent; | 
| 4s: s, i * ? 4% - C 
y : F > 4 {3I- 3 * © 
- $-* -4 FLAT 1 9 
f . * - 47 * 
2 4 1 12882 8 N 
„„ . 
q CT 2 , 
* 7 81 , wy 
£ * - „ . 


FI EPI. 14. 
at, ſoul, no further yet? what, ne er commence 
iter in faith? ſtill batchelor of ſenſe ? 
t inſufficiency ? or what has made thee 
erſlip thy loſt degree? By luſts have ſtaid thee. 
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XV. 


PSALM Zo. 10. 


My life is ſpent with grief, and my years with 
1 fighing. 


Hat ſullen Rar rul'd my untimely birth, 
That would not lend my days one hour of mirth ? 
How oft have theſe bare knees been bent to gain 
The ſlender alms of one poor {mile in vain? 
low often, tir'd with the faſtidious light? 
Have my faint lips implor'd the ſhades of night? 
How often have my nightly torments pray d 
for ling'ring twilight, glutted with the ſhade ? 
Day worſe than night, night worſe than day appears, 
In fears I ſpend my nights, my days in tears: 
| moan unpity'd, groan without relief, 
There is no end nor meafure of my grief, 
The ſmiling flow'r ſalutes the day; it grows. 
Untouch'd with care; it neither ſpins nor ſows : 
0 that my tedious life were like this flow'r, 
Or feed from grief, or finiſh'd with an hour: 
Why was I born ? why was I born a man? 
ind why proportion'd by ſo large a ſpan ? 
Ur why ſuſpended by the common lot, 
And being 2 to dye, why die I not? 
ah me ! why is my ſorrow- waſted breath 
Deny'd the eaſy privilege of death? 
he branded ſlave, that tugs the weary oar, 
Ubtains the ſabbath of a welcome ſhore 2? 
His ranſom'd ftripes are heal'd ; his native ſoil 
Weetens the mem'ry of his foreign toil; 


N * 


3 But 


3 Emblems. Bock; 
But ah; my ſorrows are not half ſo bleſt; 


My labour finds no point, my pains no reſt : 
I barter ſighs for tears, and tears for groans, 


\ Still vainly rolling Y hean ſtones. I 
bf Thou juſt obſerver of our flying hours, th 
bi That with thy adamantine fangs, devours 201 
i The brazen mon'ments of renowned kings, a} 
= Doth thy plaſs ſtand? or be thy moulting wings 1 
| Unapt to fly? if not, why doſt thou ſpare 2 


A willing breaſt; a breaſt that ſtands ſo fair? | FH 
A dying breaſt, that hath but only breath cen 
To beg a wound, and ſtrength to crave a death? 

O that the pleaſed heav'ns would once diſſolve 

Theſe flefhly fetters, that ſo faſt involve 

My hamper'd ſoul ; then would my foul be bleſt 
From all thoſe ills, and wrap her thoughts in reſt: 
Till then, my days are months, my months are years, 
My years are ages to be fpent in tears : 

My grief's entailed upon my waſteful breath, 

Which no recov'ry can cut off but death. 

Freath drawn in —_ puft out in moans, 

Legins, continues, and concludes in groans. 
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INNOCENT, de vilitate condit. humane. 


0 wrho will give mine eyes a fountain of tears, that 
I may bewatl the miſerable ingreſs of man's condition; 
rhe ſinful progreſs of man's conver ſation, the damnable 
wreſs in man's aifſotution ? I will conſider with tears, 
whereof man was made, - what man doth, and what 
nan is to do: alas! he is formed of earth, conceived in 
in, Vorn to piniſiment : he doth evil things which are 
wt lawful ; he doth filthy things, which are not de- 
ent; V Goth vain things, Which are not expedient. 
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| ſecret date; the uſe is groans and tears: 
lead not ; uſurious nature will have all, 
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FOURTH BOOK. 
. 
RO M. 7. 23. 


I ſee another law in my members warring a- 
gainſt the law of my mind, and bringing 
me into captivity to the law of fin. 


T 


0 How my will is hurried to and fro, 

And how my unrefolv'd reſolves do vary! 

| know not where to fix, ſometimes, I go 

This way, then that, and then the quite contrary: 

[ like, diſlike; lament for what I could not; 
I do, undo; yet ſtill do what I ſhould not, 

And at the ſelf-ſame inſtant will the thing I would not. 

* wh 


Thus are my weather-beaten thoughts oppreſt 
With th' earth-bread winds of my prodigious will; 
Thus am I hourly toſt from eaſt to welt | 
Upon the rowling ſtreams of good and ill: 
Thus am I] driv'n upon the ſlipp'ry ſuds 
From real ills to falſe apparent goods : 
My lite's a troubled ſea, compos d of ebbs and floods. 


; 3 
Ihe curious penman, having trimm'd his page 
With the dead 122 of his dabbled quill, 


ess fall a heedleſs drop, then in a rage 


Caſhiers the fruits of his unlucky skill; 
Ev'n ſo my pregnant ſoul in th' infant bud 
Of her beſt thoughts ſhow'rs down a cole-black flood 
Vf unadviſed ills, and cancels all ker good, 
| &” RL Some» 
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Cometimes a ſudden flaſh of facred heat 

Warms my chill ſoul, and ſets my thoughts in frame, 
But ſoon that fire is ſhoulder'd from her — 

By luſtful Cupid's much inferior flame. 

I tee] two flames, and yet no flame entire; 

Tbus are the mungrel * of mixt deſire, 
Conſum'd between that heay'nly and this earthly fire, 


5 


Sometimes my traſh-diſdaining thoughts out paſs 
Te common period of terene conceit z 
then methinks I ſcorn the thing I was, 
Whilſt I ſtand raviſh'd at my new eſtate : | * 
But when th' carian wings of my deſire 


Feel but the warmth of their own native fire, - 
O then they melt and plunge within their wonted mite. 
s | 
I know the nature of my wav'ring mind; 
| know the frailty of my flcſhly will : 
My paſſion's eagle-ey'd ; my judgment blind; 
i know what's good, and yet make choice of ill. 
When th' oftrich wings of my defires ſhall be 
So dull, they cannot mount the leaſt degree, 
Yet grant my ſoul defire, but of deſiring thee, 
My 
Enl: 
kx 


Can 


8. BERN. 


me; 


fire. 


ure, 


Emblems. „ 
8. BE RN. Med. 9. 


Book 4. 


My heart is a vain heart, a vagabond and i ſtable 


heart ; while it is led by i ts 029 judgment, aud wan- 
ting divine counſel, cannot ſubſift iu it ſelf; and whilſt 
it divers ways ſeekeſt reſt, rh none, but remaineth 
miſerable through labour, and void of peace: it agreeth 
not avith it uf. it aiffenteth from it ſelf; it altereth 
reſolutions, changerh the judgment, frameth new 
thoughts, pulleth down rhe ola, and buildeth them up 
gain: it willetÞ and WHHLP not; and never remain- 
ab in the ſame ſtat mee. 


8. AUGUST. de verb. apoſt, | 
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My ſoul, how are thy thoughts diſturb'd, confin'd 
tnlarg'd betwixt thy members and thy mind 
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II, 


PSALM 119. 5. 


O that my ways were directed to keep thy 
tatutes ! 


I 
Hus I, the object of the world's diſdain; 
With pilgrim face ſorround the weary earth: 
[ only reliſh what the world counts vain ; 
Her mirth's my grief; her. ſallen grief, my mirth ; 
Her light my darkneſs ; and her truth my error. 
Her freedom is my goal; and her delight my terror. 


2 
Fond earth! proportion not my ſeeming love 
To my long ſtay; let not my thoughts deceive thee ; 
Thou art my priſon, and my home's above; 
My life's a preparation but to leave thee : 
Like one that ſeeks a door, I walk about thee : 
With thee I cannot live; I cannot live without rhee. 


The world's a lab'rinth, whoſe anfraQuoffs ways 
Are all compos'd of rubs and crook'd meanders: 
Xo reſting here ; he's hurried back that ſtays 
A thought ; and he that goes unguided wanders : 
Her way is dark, her path untrod, unev'n ; 
So hard's the way from earth;ſo hard's the way to heav'a 


4 


This gyring lab'rinth is betrench'd about 
On either hand with ſtreams of ſulph'rous fire, 
Streams cloſely ſliding, erring in and out, 
But ſeeming pleaſant to the fond deſcrier; 
Where, if his footſteps truſt their on invention, 


He falls without redreſs, and ſinks without dimenſion. 
| Where 


194 Emblem. Books 


3 


Where ſhall I ſeek a guide? where ſhall I meet 
Some lucky hand to lead my trembling paces ? 
What truſty lanthorn will direct my feet 
To 'ſcape the danger of theſe dang'rous places? 
What hopes have I to paſs without a 2 | 


| | Where one gets ſafely through, a thouſand tall beſide, 
6 
An unrequeſted far did gently ſlide 


Before the wiſe men to a greater light; 
Back- ſliding Ir el found a double guide 
A pillar and a cloud; by day, by night: 
Jet in my deſp'rate dangers, which be far 


More great than theirs, I have no pillar, cloud, nor ſtar, 


7 


O that the pinions of a clipping dove 
Would cut my paſſage through the empty air; 
Mine eyes being ſeal'd, how would I mount above 
The reach of danger and forgotten care! 
My backward eyes ſhould ne'er commit that fault, 
- Whoſe laſting guilt ſhould*build a monument of ſalt, 


8 
Great God, that art the flowing ſpring of light, 


Enrich mine eyes with thy refulgent ray: 
Thou art my path; direct my ſteps aright ; * 
have no other light, no other way: 

Ii truſt my God, and him alone purſue; 


His law ſhall be my path; his heavenly light, my clue. 
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S. AUGUST. Soliloq. cap. 4. 


0 Lord; Whe art the light, the way, the truth, 
the life z in whom there is no darkneſi, error, vanity 
nor death: the light, without which there is darkneſs ; 
the way without which there is wanadring ; thetruth, 

 WMuithour which there is error; the life, without 
e. Wirbich there is death: ſay, Lord, let there be light, 

and 1 hall ſee light, and eſthew darkneſs ; I ppall ſee 

the way, and avord wandring; I ſhall ſee the. truth, 

and ſbum error; I ſhall ſee life, and eſcape death ; il. 
lumimate, O illuminate my Mind ſoul, which ſitteth 

in darkne ſi, and the ſhadow of death ; an direct my 
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& 
g 
5 « - 
+ ** 12 7. =y 
I N 
Ult, TIEN | # | 
1 © : , 


0 o 8. * 52 . 
: 01 ee, eee e 

1 2 * \ In 103 Os) y 
| RESECSSR 7. 
Flgrim trudge on: what makes thy ſoul complain, 
downs thy complaint; the way to reſt is pain: 


lhe road to reſolutionlies by doubt: 
ic next way home's the fartheſt way about. 


ue. 


* * = . * 


* 
* 


Emblems. 


AAAL COIIID _ a 
1 34 
.- $»s + « 


| le 


e 


SES 
. 


. * L042 


$114 1041 


_ — 
= 2 We 

e F | - 
4148 „5 
TITEL { #» 
unn 


. 


196 


Emblems. 197 
1 
PSALM 17. 5. 


| Stay my ſteps in thy paths, that my feet do 
"Rp not ſlide. 
1 


Book 4. 


Hen eber the old N of profit rings 
Her ſilver- ſaints- bell of uncertain gains; 

My merchant-ſoul can ftretch both legs and wings, 
How I can run, and take ES pains! 

The charms of profit are ſo ſtrong, that I, 

Who wanted legs to go, find wings to flie. 


2 


[{ time-beguiling pleaſure but advance. 
Her luſtful trump, and blow her bold alarms, 
0 how my ſportful ſoul can frisk and dance, 
And hug that firen in her twined arms ! 
The ſprightly voice of finew-ſtrength'ning pleaſure 
Can lend my bed-rid ſoul, both legs: and leiſure. 


| 3 8 
t blazing honour chance to fill my veins 
With flatt'ring warmth, and flaſh'of courtly fire, 
My ſoul can take a pleaſure in her pains : © © 
My lofty ſtrutting ſteps diſdain to tire; 
My antick knees can turn upon the hinges 
Of complement, and ſcrue a thouſand cringes, 


4 
But when I come to thee, my God, that art 
The royal mine of everlaſting treaſure, 
The real honour of my better part, 
And living fountain of eternal pleaſure, 
How nerveleſs are my limbs! how faint and ſlow! 


I have no wings to flie, nor legs to go. 


198 | Emblems. 


5 


So when the ſtreams of ſwift foot Rhene convey 
Her upland riches to the Helgick ſhore, 
The idle veſſel flides the wat'ry way, 
Without the blaſt or tug, of wind, or oar : 
Her flipp'ry keel divides the filver foam 
With eaſe ; ſo facile is the way from home. 


wr 6 


But when the home-bound veſſel turns her ſails 
Againſt the breaſt of the reſiſting ſtream, 
O then ſhe ſlugs; nor fail, nor oar prevails ; 
The ſtream is ſturdy, and her tide's extream : 
Each ſtroke is loſs, and ev'ry tug is vain : 
A boat-length's purchaſe is a league of pain. 


7 


Great all in all, that art art my reſt, my home ; 
ways is tedious, and my.ſteps are ſlow : 
Reach forth thy helpful hand, or bid me come ; 
I am thy child, O teach thy child to go: 
| Conjoin thy ſweet commands to my deſire, 
| And I will venture, though I fall or tire. 


S. AUGUST 


k 4 Book 4. Emblems. | 199 
S. AUGUST. Ser. 15. de Verb. Apoſt. 


Be always diſpleaſed at what thou art, if thou de- 
ireſt to attain to what thou art not: for where thou 
baſt pleaſed thy ſelf, there thou abideſt. But if thou 
ſaye(?, 1 Have enough, thou perifheſt : always ada, al- 
ys walk, always proceed ; neither ſtand ſtill, nor go 
back, nor deviate: he that flandeth ſtill proceedeth not; 
le goet h back that centinuet h not; be deviateth, that 
revciterÞ ; be goerh better that creepeth in his way 
ban he rhas ruumeth out of bis way. 
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ar not, my ſoul, to loſe for want of cunning z 
lep not; heav'n is not always got by running - 
y thoughts are ſwift, although thy legs be ſlow ; 
5e love will creep not having ſtrength to go. 
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Book 4. Emblems. 


IV. 


PSALM 119. 120. 


Wy fe trembleth for fear of thee, and I am 
wa afraid of thy judgments. 


Et others boaſt of luck, and go their ways 
With their fair game ; know vengeance ſeldom plays 
o be too forward, but doth wiſely frame 
Her backward tables for an after-game :  _ 
the gives thee leave to venture many a blot z 
Wind, for her own advantage, hits thee not: 
But when her pointed tables are made fair, 
That ſhe be ready for thee, then. beware; 
Then, if a neceſſary blot be ſet, 
Ne hits thee ; wins the game; perchance the ſet : 
f proſp'rous chances make thy caſting high, 
e wiſely tem'prate ; caſt a ferious ee 
)n after dangers, and keep back thy game; 
00 forward ſeed-times make thy harveſt lame. 
left hand fortune give thee left-hand chances, 
e wiſely patient; let not envious glances _ 
lepine to view thy 1 heap ſo fair; 
he hindmoſt hound oft takes the doubling hair. 
he world's great dice are falſe; ſometimes they go 
xtreamly high, ſometimes extreamly low : 
all her gameſters, he that plays the leaſt, 
ves molt at eaſe, plays moſt ſecure and beſt, 
he way to win, is to play fair, and ſwear 
by ſelf a ſeryant to the crown of fear: 


Fear 


202 Emblems. Book 4 


Fear is the primer of a gameſter's skill: 

Who fears not bad, ſtands moſt unarm'd to ill. 
The ill that's wiſely fear'd, is half withſtood ; 
And fear of bad is the beſt foil to good. 

True fear's the Hlivir, which in days of old 
Turn'd leaden crofles into crowns of gold: 

The world's the tables; ſtakes, eternal life; 

The gameſters, heav'n and I; unequal ſtrife ! 
My fortunes are the dice whereby 1 frame 

My indiſpoſed life : this life's the game ; 

My fins are ſeveral blots ; the lookers on 

Are angels; and in death the game is done. 
Lord, I'm a bungler, and my game doth grow 
Still more and more unſhap'd ; my dice run low: 
The ſtakes are great; my careleſs blots are many: 
And yet thou | and hit'ſt not any: 

Thou art too ; and I have none to guide me 
With the leaſt jog ; the lookers on deride me: 

It is a conqueſt underſcrying the, 
To e from ſuch a worm as me: 

] have no more to loſe ; if we perſever, 

Tis loſt : and that once loſt I'm loſt for ever. 
Lord, wink at faults, and be not too ſevere, 

And I will ply my game with ee fear; 

O give me fear, ere fear has paſt her date: 


Whoſe blot being hit, then fears, fears then too late. 


Bc 


oK 4. Emblems. 1 203 
8. BE RN. Ser. 54. in Cant. . 


There is nothing ſo effectual to obtain grace, to re- 
uin grace, and to regain grace, as always to be found 
fore God not overwiſe, but to fear: happy art thou 
f thy heart be repleniſped with three fears; a fear 
for received grace, a greater fear for loſt grace, a great- 
f fear to recover grace. oY | 


s. AUGU'ST. ſuper Pal. 
Preſent ſear begerteth evernal. ſteurty : fear God, © 
which is above all, and no need to fear man at all. 
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rd, ſhall we grumble, when thy flames do ſcourge us? 
ir ſins breath fire; that fire returns to purge us. 

rd, what an __—_ art thou, whoſe skill 

wimutes to perfect good from perfect ill! 
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v. 
PSALM 119. 37. 
lun away mine ye from regarding vanity, 


1 


H W like the threds of flax 

That touch the flame; are my inflam'd detes! 
How like to yielding wax, 

My ſoul diſſolves before theſe wanton fires ! 

The fire but touch'd, the flame but felt, 

Like flax, I burn; like wax, I melt. 


2 


O how. this fleſh doth gra THY IF 
Ny fetter'd ſou] to that · deceitful fire! 
And how the eternal lag 
þ baffled by the law of my defire ! 
How truly bad, how ſeeming good 
Are all the laws 6 Yor _ v 1 


SW ' e 81 
0 ma Nate of men, 19 3 
The height of whoſe ambition is to borrow | 
What * be paid again y 
Vith griping int'reſt of the next day' 8 7 1 
How wild his thoughts! how 1 to range! 
How apt to vary; apt to change! 


4 | 
How intricate and nie 7 | * 
man's perplex d way to man's ; Jefire 5 e 
Sometimes upon the ice i | 
| oſlips, and ſometimes falls into the ; 
His progreſs is extream and bold, 
Or very hot, or very cold. 


The 


206 Emblems. 
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The common food he doth 
Suſtain his ſoul-tormenting thoughts withal, 
Is honey in his mouth | 
To night, and in his heart to morrow gall ; 
"Tis oftentimes, within an hour, 


Both very {ſweet and very ſour. 


6 


: If ſweet Corinna ſmile, 

A heav'n of joys breaks down into his heart : 
Corinna frowna while, | P 
Hell's torments are but copies of his ſmart. 

Within a Juſtful heart doth dwell 
A ſeeming heav'n, a very hell. 


F 


. 7 


Thus worthleſs, vain, and void 
Of comfort, are the fruits of earth's employment, 
Which ere they be enjoy'd 
iſtract us, and deſtroy us in th* enjoyment ; 
Theſe be the pleaſures that are priz'd, 
When heav'n's cheap pen worth ſtands deſpis'd. 


Lord, quench theſe haſty flaſhes, | 
Which dart as lightning from the thund'ring skies, 
And ev'ry minute daſhes 
Againſt the wanton windows of mine eyes : 
Lord, cloſe the caſement, whilſt I ſtand 
Behind the curtain of thy hand, 


Tis v 
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S. AUGUST. Soliloq. cap. 4. 


0 thou ſun, that iIuminateth both heaven and 
earth ! wo be unto thoſe eyes which do not behold thee : 
wo be unto thoſe blind eyes which cannot behold thee : - 
aw be unto thoſe which turn away their eyes that they 
ill not behold thee : wo be unto thoſe that turn a- 
ay their eyes that they may behold vanity. 


S. CHRIS. ſup. Mat. 19. 


What is the evil woman but the enemy of friendſsiþ, 
an avoraable pain, a neceſſary miſchief, à natural 
temptation, a deſirable calamity, a domeſtick danger, 
8 geleflable inconvenience, and the nature of evil, 
ainted over with the colour of good ? 


EPIG. 5. 
Tis vain, | ay God ! to cloſe mine eyes from ill, 
hen I reſolve to keep the old man ſtill; 
rambling heart muſt cov'nant firſt with thee, 
r none can paſs betwixt mine eye and me. 
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VI. 


ESTHER. 7. 3. 
fl have found favour in thy fight, and if 
it pleaſe the king, let my life be given me 
at my petits. 
Hou art the 


great Ahaſuerus, whoſe command 
Doth ſtretch from pole to pole; the world's thy 
Nebellious Faſhr7's the corrupted will, (land ; 
(hich being call'd, refuſes to fulfil 
hy juſt cammand ; Eſther, whoſe tears condole 
he razed City, 's the regen rate ſoul 5 
\ captive maid, whom thou wilt pleaſe to grace 
Vith nuptial honours in ſtout Y/afor:'s place: 
er kinſman, whoſe unbended knee did thwart 
Proud Hamam's glory, is the fleſhly part; 
he ſober eunch, that recall'd to mind 
he neu- built gibbet (Haman had divin'd 
For his own ruin) fifty cubits high, 
5 |uſtful thought controlling chaſtity ; 
nlulting Hamam is that fleſhly luſt 
hoſe red-hot fury, for a ſeaſon, muſt 
tiumph in pride, and ſtudy how to tread 
Un Morgdecat, till royal Eſther plead. 
Great king, thy ſent-for Vaſpti will not come; 
) let the oil o' th* bleſſed virgin's womb, 
leanſe my poor Eſther ; look, O look upon her 
ſith gracious eyes; and let thy beam of honour 
0 ſcour her captive ſtains, that ſhe may prove 
in holy object of thy heav'nly love: 


K 2 


Anoint 


210 Emblems Book 4, 


Anoint her with the ſpikenard of thy graces, 
Then try the ſweetneſs of her chaſt embraces : 
Make her the partner of thy nuptial bed, 
And ſet thy royal crown upon her head; 

If then ambitious Hamam chance to ſpend 

His ſpleen on Mordecai, that ſcorns to bend 
The wilful ſtifneſs of his ſtubborn knee, 

Or baſely crouch to any Lord but there; 

If weeping Eſther ſhould may a groan 
Before the high tribunal of thy throne, 

Hold forth the golden ſceptre and afford 

The gentle audience of a gracious Lord: 
And let thy royal Eſther be poſſeſt 

Of half thy kingdom, at her dear requeſt : 
Curb luſtful Hamam, him that would diſgrace, 
Nay, raviſh thy fair queen before thy face: 
And as proud Haman was himſelf eninar'd 
On that ſelf-gibbet that himſelf prepar'd ; 

So nail my luſt, both puniſhment and guilt, 


On that dear croſs that mine own luſts have built. 


S. AUGUST 
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S. AUGUST. in Ep. 


0 holy ſpirit, always inſpire me with holy works. 
mſtrain me, that I may do: counſel me, that I may 
we thee ; confirm me, that I may hold thee; conſerve 
w that I may not loſe thee. 


S. AUGUST. ſup. Joan. 


The ſpirit Infts ewhere the fleſh reſteth : for as the 
* is :202r1ſhed with ſweet things, the ſpirit is re- 
7005 04 *? 5 ſou ye. 


Ibidem. 


Maulaſt thou that thy fleſh obey thy ſpirit ? then te; 
by ſpirit obey thy God. T hou muſt be governed, that 
n ayeſt govern, | 


E PI G. 6. 
mercy and juſtice is thy kingdom built; 
STI" plagues my fin, and that removes my guilt; 
den- e er I ſue, 1 decline 1 
y ſceptre ; Lord, ſay, 1 my kingdomꝭs thine. 
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Come my beloved let us gor forth into 
the fields let us remame in the 
Villages . Cant 7. u. 212 


en 


4 - 


4 Book 4. Emblems. 


VII. 
CANTICLES 7. 11. 


Come, my beloved, let us go forth into the 
field, and let us remain in the villages, 


Chriſt, 5 Soul. 


(4, CIOMme, come, my dear, and let us both retire, 
And whit the dainties of the fragrant field: 
Where warb'lingP+:/'mel,and theſhrill-mouth'd quire 
Chaunt forth their raptures; where the turtle builds 
Her lovely neſt; and where the new-born brier 
Breaths forth the ſweetneſs that her April yields: 
Come, come, my lovely fair, and let us try 
Theſe rural delicates $ where thou and J 
May melt in private flames, and fear no ſtander- by. 


2 


ud. My heart's eternal joy, in lieu of whom 
The earth's a blaſt, and all the world's a bubble; 
Our city-manfion is the faireſt home, 
ut country ſweets are ting'd with leſſer trouble: 
Let's try them both, and chuſe the better; come; 
A change in pleaſure makes the pleaſure double; 
On thy commands depends my go or tarry, g 
- Vilftir with Martha, or I'll ſtay with Mary : 
Var hearts are firmly fit, although our pleaſures vary. | 


K 4 Chr. 


— : V — — * 
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3 


Cbr. Our country-manfion (ſituate on high ) 
With various objects, {till renews delight; 
Her arched roof 's of un{tain'd ivory: 
Her walls of fiery ſparkling chryſolite; 
Her pavement is of hardeſt porphyry ; 
Her ſpacious windows are all glaz'd with bright 
And flaming carbuncles; no need require 
Titau's faint rays, or Vulcan's teeble fire; 
And ev'ry gate's a pearl; and ev'ry pearl intire 


4 


Scul. Fool that I was! how were my thoughts deceiy'd! 
How falſly was my fond conceit poſſeſt! 
I took it for an hermitage, but T 
And daub'd with neighb'ring dirt, and thatcht 
Alas! I ne'er expected more nor crav'd ; (at belt, 
A turtle hop'd but for a turtle's neſt : 
Come, come, my dear, and let no idle ſta 
Neglect th'advantage of the —— ay; 
How — grates, that feels the curb of full delay! 


3 


Chr. Come then, my joy; let our divided paces 
Conduct us to our faireſt territory; 
O there we'll twine our ſouls in ſweet embraces; 
Soul. And in thine arms I'll tell my paſſion's ſtory : 
Chr. O there I'll crown thy head with all my graces ; 
Soul. And all theſe graces ſhall reflect thy glory: 
Chr. O there I'll teed thee with celeſtial Mauna; 
I'll be thy EIkanah. Soul. And IJ, thy Hanna. 
| 


Chr. I'll ſound my trump of joy. Soul. And 1 Il reſound 
(Aoſannul. 


S. BERN. 
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8. BERN. 


O Meſſed contemplation ! the death of vices, and the 
life of virtues ! thee the law and the 1 phets admire : 
wh ever attained perſecticu, if not by thee | O bleſſed 
ſulti de, rhe magazine of celeſtial treaſure ! by thee 
thing earthly and tranſitony, are changed into hea- 
gently du eternal. 


S. BER N. in Ep. 


Happy is that hou e, and bleſſed is that congrega- 
tin, where Martha 12 complaineth of Mary. 


215 


43 5 | E P I G. To 
zah.  Nechanick ſoul, thou muſt not only do 
und I With Alart ha, but with Mary ponder too: 
24h. Happy's that houſe where theſe fair ſiſters vary 
But moſt, when 1 to Mary. 
N. . J 
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VIII, 


CANTICLES. 1. 4. 


Draw me; we awill follow after thee by the 
Javour of thy good ointments. 


TI. like a lump of the corrupted maſs, 
I lie ſecure, long loſt before | was: ; 
And like a block, beneath whoſe burthen lies 

That undiſcoyer'd worm that never dies, 
have no will to rouſe, I have no power to riſe. 


Can ſtinking Lazarus compound or ſtrive 
With death's entangling fetters, and revive? 
Or can the water · buried axe implore 
A hand to raiſe it, or it ſelf reſtore, e's 
And from her fandy-deeps approach the dry- foot ſhore ? 


80 hard's the task for ſinful fleſh and blood 
To lend the ſmalleſt ſtep to what is good. 
My God ! I cannot move the leaſt degree : 
Ah! if, but only thoſe that active be, 
None ſhould thy glory ſee, none ſhould thy glory ſce. 


But if the potter pleaſe t'inform the clay : 

Or ſome ſtrong hand remove the block away: 
Taeir lowly fortunes ſoon are mounted higher; 
That proves a veſſel, which before was mire ;; 


And this, being hewn, may ſerve for better uſe than He. 


And 


—— oo on Er ee RE a oats, — 
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And if that life-reftoring voice command 
Dead Laz'rus forth; or that great prophet's hand 
Should charm the fullen waters, and begin 
To beckon, or to dart a ſtick but in, li 
Dead Las rus muſt revive, and th* axe muſt float again, I 


Lord, as I am, I have no pow'rat all q 
To hear thy voice, or echo to thy call ; 
The gloomy clouds of mine own wilt benight me; WW ;/ 
Thy glorious beams, not dainty ſweets, invite me; WW ;; 
They neither can direct, nor theſe at all delight me. In 


See how my ſin- bemangled body lies, 


Not having pow'r to will, nor will to riſe! 
Shine home upon thy creature, and inſpire 
My lifeleſs will with thy regen' rate fire; 

The ſirſt degree to do, is only to deſire. 


Give me the pow'r to will, the will to do; 

O raiſe me up, and I will {trive to go: 
Draw me, O draw me with thy treble twiſt, 
That have no pow'r but meerly to refilt ; 

O lend me ſrength to do, and then command thy liſt. 


My ſoul's a clock, whoſe wheels (for want of uſe 
And winding up, being ſubject to th' abuſe. 

Of eating ruſt) want vigour to fulfil ES! 

Her twelve hours task, and ſhew her maker's skill, 
But idly ſleeps unmoy'd, and ſtandeth vainly ſtill. 


Great God, it is thy work, and therefore good, 

If thou be pleas'd to cleanſe it with thy bleod, 
And wind it up with thy ſoul- moving keys, 
Her buſy wheels ſhall ſerve thee all her days; Jene 

Her hand ſhall point thy pow'r, her hammer itrike thy 


00] 
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S. BERN. Ser. 21. in Cant. 


Let us run, let us run but in the ſavour of thy 
ointment, not in the confidence of our merits, not in 
the greatneſs of our ſtrength : we truſt to run, but in 
the multitude of thy mercies, for though wwe run and 
gre willing, it is not in him that willeth, nor in him 
that runnerh, but in God that — mercy. O les 
thy mercy return, and we will run: thou, like a Gi- 
ant, runneſt by thy own power ; we, unleſs thy oint- 
ment breathe upon us, cannot run. 


ill, 


aile, EPIG. 8. | 
> ty Mook not, my watch, being once repair'd, to ſtand 
L:pecting motion from thy maker's hand. 
as wound thee up, and cleans'd thy cogs with blood: 
XN. ow thy wheels ſtand ſtill, thou art not good. 
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IX. 
CANTICLESS. 1. 


0 that thou wert as my brother, that ſucked 
the breaſts of my mother; when I ſhould 
find thee without, I would kiſs thee. 


1 
Ome, come, my bleſſed infant, and immure thee 
Within the temple of my ſacred am; 
Secure mine arms, mine arms ſhall then ſecure thee 
From Herod's fury, or the high prieſt's harms: 
Or if thy danger'd life ſuſtain a loſs, 
My folded arms ſhall turn thy dying croſs. 


, 9. +" Y 
18711 2 
, 4 


But ah! what ſavage tyrant can behold 
The beauty of ſo ſweet a face as this is, 
And not himſelf be by himſelf controul' d. 
And change his fury to a thouſand kiffes ? 
One ſmile of thine is worth more mines of treaſure 
Than there were myriads in the days of Cæſar. 


i bk Fa 1 
O had the tetrarch, as he knew thy birth, 
So known thy ſtock, he had not thought to paddle 
thy dear blood; but proſtrate on the earth, 
Had vail'd his crown Lakes thy royal cradle, 
And laid the ſcepter of his glory down, 


And beg'd a heay'nly for an earthly crown. 
Illuſtrious 


. —————— — 
— —_ mm PEE 


rr 


 Emblenx, 


Book 4 
. 

Illuſtrious babe! how is thy handmaid grac'd 
With a rich armful ! how doſt thou decline [2 
Thy majeſty, that wert fo late embrac'd ; 
In thy great Father's arms, and now in mine ! 7 
How humbly gracious art thou, to refreſh F 
Me with thy ſpirit, and aſſume my fleſh ! 4 

5 


But muſt the treaſon of a traitor's hail 
Abuſe the ſweetneſs of theſe ruby lips ? 
Shall marble-hearted cruelty aſſail 
Theſe alabaſter fides with knotted whips ? 
And muſt theſe ſmiling roſes entertain 
The blows of ſcorn, and flirts of baſe diſdain ? 


6 


Ah! muſt theſe dainty little ſprings that twine 
So faſt about thy neck, be pierc'd and torn 
With ragged nails? and muſt theſe brows reſign 

Their crown of glory for a crown of thorn ? 
Ah! muſt the blefled infant taſte the pain 


Of death's injurious pangs ; nay, worſe, be ſlain? 
7 


Sweet babe !] at what dear rates do wretched I 
Commit a fin ! Lord, ev'ry ſin's a dart 
And ev'ry treſpaſs lets a jav'lin fly ; 
And ev'ry Jav'lin wounds thy blecding heart: 
Pardon, ſweet babe, what I have done amiſs; 
And ical that gtanted pardon with a kits. 


y S BONA lay 


— h — . 
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8. BON AVENT. Soliloqu. cap. 1. 


0 freer Feſt, I knew not that thy kiſſes were ſo 
freet, nor thy ſociety ſo. delectable, nor thy attraction 
virtuotus: for when I love thee, I am clean; when 
[rouch thee, I am chaſt ; when I receive thee, I am 
a virgin : O moſt ſeweer Jeſu, thy embraces dejile not, 
but cleanſe ;, thy attractien polluteth not, but ſancti- 
: O Feſu, the fountain of univerſal ſweetneſs, 
ar dan me that I believed ſo late, that ſe much fweet- 
{i 15 in thy embraces, 


| EPIG. 9. 

I burthen's greateſt : let not Atlas boaſt : 

impartial Reader, judge which bears the moſt : 

ts bears but heav h, my folded arms ſuſtain 

IA ficay'n's maker, whom heav'n's heav'n cannot contain. 
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X. 


CANTICLES z. 1. 


In my bed by night I ſought him that my ſoul 
leweth ; I fought him, but 1 found him not. 


THE learned Cynick having loſt the way 

To hogeſt men, did in the height of day, 

Bj taper-light divide his ſteps about 

The peopled ftreets to find this dainty out ; 

But 1114 the Cynick ſearch'd not where he ought. 
The thing he ſought for, was not where he ſought. 

The wiſe men's task ſeem'd harder to be done, 

The wiſe men did by ſtar- light ſeek the ſun, 

And found: the wiſe men ſearch'd it where they ought; 
The thing they hop'd to find was where they ſought. 
One ſeeks his wiſhes where he ſhould ; but then 
Perchance he ſeeks not as he ſhould, nor when. 
Another ſearches when he ſhould ; but there 

He fails; not feeking as he ſhould, nor where. 

Whoſe ſoul defires the good it wants, and would 

Obtain, muſt ſeek where, as, and when he ſhould. 
How often have my wild affections led } 
My waſted ſoul to this my widow'd bed, | 
To ſeek my lover, whom my ſoul deſires? 
(1 ſpeak not, Cupid, of thy wanton fires : 
Thy fires are all but dying ſparks to mine ; 
My flames are full of heav'n, and all divine) 
How often have. I ſought this bed by night, 
To find that greater by this leſſer light? 


How 
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How oft have my unwitneſs'd groans lamented 
Thy deareſt abſence ! ah! how often vented 
The bitter tempeſts of deſpairing breath, 


And toſt my ſoul upon the waves of death! 14 
* How often has my melting heart made choice thee 
Of filent tears (tears louder than a voice) 7 
To 1 my grief, and woo thy abſent ear! = 
And yet thou wilt not come, thou wilt not hear. light 
O is thy wanted love become ſo cold? ſeek 
Or do mine eyes not ſeek thee where they ſhould ? can 
Why do I ſeek thee, if thou art not here? thee 
Or find thee not, if thou art ev'ry where ? ind 
I ſee my error, *tis not ſtrange I could not me 


Find out my love: I ſought him where I ſhould not. Nee 
Thou art not found in downy beds of eaſe ; | 
Alas! thy mufick ſtrikes on harder keys: 
Nor att thou found by that falſe feeble light 
Of nature's candle; our Ex n night 

Is more than common darkneſs; nor can we 
Expect a morning but what breaks from thee. 
Well may my empty bed bewail thy loſs, 
When thou art lodg'd upon thy ſhameful croſs ; 
If thou refuſe to ſhare a bed with me, | 
We'll never part, I'll ſhare a croſs with thee. 


f 
| 
6 
V 
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ö 


Book 4. Emblems. 227 
ANSELM. in Protolog. r. 


Lord, if thou art not preſent, where ſpall I ſeek 
thee abſent ? ? of every where, why do I not ſee thee 
eſent ? thou dwelleſt in light inacceſſible ; and where 

15 that inacceſſible light? or how ſhall I have acceſs to 

light inacceſſible ? I beſeech thee, Lord, teach me to 

ſeek rhee, and ſpew thy 45 exf to the ſeeker ; becauſe I 

cn neither ſeek thee, unleſs thou teach me; nor find 

thee, unleſs — ſpew thy 7 to me: let me ſeek thes 
in tf ring thee, ana deſire thee in ſeeking thee : let 

4 ind rhee in loving thee, and love thee in finding 
thee, 


E PIG. 10. 
ere ſhould thou ſeek for reſt, but in thy bed ? 
but now thy reſt is gone, thy reſt is fled : 
lis vain to ſeek him there : my ſoul, be wiſe z 
ask thy ſins, they'll tell thee where he lics. 
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How oft have my unwitneſs'd groans lamented 
Thy deareſt abſence ! ah! how often vented 
The bitter tempeſts of deſpairing breath, 
And toſt my ſoul upon the waves of death! 

* How often has my melting heart made choice 
Ot filent tears (tears louder than a voice) 


To 1 my grief, and woo thy abſent ear! 


And yet thou wilt not come, thou wilt not hear. 

O is thy wanted love become ſo cold? 

Or do mine eyes not ſeek thee where they ſhould ? can! 
Why do I ſeek thee, if thou art not here? thee, 
Or find thee not, if thou art ev'ry where ? in d 
I ſee my error, tis not ſtrange I could not me | 


Find out my love: I ſought him where I ſhould not. bee. 
Thou art nor found in downy beds of eaſe ; | 
Alas! thy mufick ſtrikes on harder keys: 

Nor att thou found by that falſe feeble light 

Of nature's candle; our Ex 28 night 

Is more than common darkneſs; nor can we 
Expect a morning but what breaks from thee. 

Well may my empty bed bewail thy loſs, _ 
When thou art lodg'd upon thy ſhameful croſs ; 

If thou refuſe to ſhare a bed with me, | 

We'll never part, I'll ſhare a croſs with thee. 
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. 


ANSELM. in Protolog. r. 


Lord, if thou art not preſent, where ſpall I ſeek 
thee abſent ? if every where, why do I not ſee thee 
preſent ? thou dwwelleſt in light inacceſſible ; and where 
15 that inacceſſible light? or how ſhall I have acceſs to 
light inacceſſible ? I beſeech thee, Lord, teach me to 
ſeek thee, and fhew thy ſelf to the ſeeker ; becauſe I 
can neither ſeek thee, unleſs thou teach me; nor find 
thee, unleſs thou ſhew thy ſelf to me: let me ſeek thee 
in deſiring thee, and deſire thee in ſeeking thee : let 
- find thee in loving thee, and love thee in finding 
ee. 


E PIG. 10. 
Where ſhould thou ſeek for reſt, but in thy bed? 
But now thy reſt is gone, thy reſt is fled : 
Tis vain to ſeek him there: my ſoul, be wiſe ; 
Co ask thy ſins, they'll tell thee where he lies. 
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F; _ rye now, — goe 9 the City un the 2 
and m the broad man- I will t hum whom my foul 
lore T ſought = but _— him not, Cant 5,2 
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. 

CANTICLES 3. 2. 

] will riſe, and go about 'the city, and will 


ſeek him that my foul loveth: I ſought him, 
but I found him not. © | {he 


7 


. 1 


How my diſappointed ſouls's perplext! (breaſt ! 
q How 7efllets thou bts — 25 my troubled 
How vainly pleas'd with hopes, then croſly vext 
With fears! and how betwixt them both diſtreſt! 
hat place is left unranſack d? oh where next 
Shall I go ſeek the author of my reſt? 
Of what bleſs'd angel ſhall my lips enquire = 
The undiſcover'd way to that entire 1 
\nd everlaſting ſolace of my heart's defire ? | 


2 


—_ 
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ook how the ſtricken hart that wounded flies 
Oer hills and dales, and ſeeks the lower grounds 
or running ſtreams, the whilſt his weeping eyes 
Beg ſilent mercy from the foll'wing hounds; 
it length, emboſt, he droops, drops down, and lies 
Beneath the burthen of his bleeding wounds : 

Ev'n ſo my gaſping ſoul, diffoly'd in tears, 

Doth ſearch for thee, my God, whoſe deafen'd ears, 
aye me the unranſom d pris ner to my panick fears. 
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3 


Where have my buſy eyes not Pry © ? O where, | 
Of whom hath not my thread-bare tonguo demandeii 


I ſearch'd this glorious city ; he's not here : i 
I fought the country; ſhe ſtands empty-handed ; W/! 
I ſearch'd the Court; he is a ſtranger there: 10 


I] ask'd the land; he's ſhip'd ; the ſea; he's landed Mz 
I climb'd the air, my thoughts began t' aſpire, 
But ah! the wings of my too bold defire, 
Soaring too near the Sun, were findg'd with ſacred fire. 


4 50 
I mov'd the merchant's ear, alas! but he 
Knew neither what I ſaid, nor what to ſay : 
I ask'd the lawyer, he demands a fee, 
And then demurs me with a vain delay : 
I ask'd the ſchool-man, his advice was free, 
But ſcor d me out too intricate a way: 
I ask'd the watchman (beſt of all the four) 


Whoſe gentle anſwer could reſolve no more, 
But that he lately left him at the temple door. 


5 
Thus having ſought, and made my great inqueſt 
Eo Furs and ſearch'd in 22 1 
1 threw me on my bed; but ah! my reſt 
Was poiſon'd with th' extreams of grief and fear; 
Where looking down into my troubled breaſt, 
The magazine of wounds, I found bim there: 
Let others hunt, and ſhew tacir {porttul art; 
I wiſh to catch the hare before ih itart, 
As poachers uſe to do; heav'n's forua's a troubled be 
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S. AM BR OS. lib. 3. de Virg. 


Chriſt is not in the market, nor in the ſtreets: for 
Chriſt is peace, in the market are ſtrifes : Chriſt is juſt- 
ice, in the market is iniquity : Chriſt is a labourer, iu 
the market is ialeneſs : Chriſt is charity, in the market 


ii ſander : Chriſt is faith, in the market is fraud. Let 


u uot therefore ſeek Chriſt, here we cannor fins CHriſt. 
S. HIE R OM. Ser. 9. Ep. 22. ad Euſloch. 


Jus is jealous: he wwill not have thy face ſeen: let 
whſp virgenSramble abroad, ſeek thou th love at home. 


EPIG. 11. 
What, loſt thy love ? will neither bed nor board 
Receive him? not by tears to be implor'd ? 
is the ſhip that moves, and not the coaſt ; 
kar, L fear, my ſoul, tis thou artgoſt, _. 
& 
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Emblems. 
XII. 


CANTICLES 4.3, 4. 


Have you ſeen him whom my ſoul loveth ? 
When ] had paſt a little from them, then 
1 found-bim, I took hold on him, and left 


him not. 


k 4. Book 4. 


T 


Hat ſecret corner? what unwonted way 
Has ſcap'd the ranſack of my rambling thought? 
The fox by night, nor the dull owl by day, 

Have never ſearch'd thoſe places I have ſought. 
Whilſt they lamented, abſence taught my breaſt 
The ready road to grief, without requett ; 

My day had neither comfort, nor my night had reſt, 


2 


How hath my unregarded language vented 
The {ad tautologies of laviſh paſſion! 
How often have I languiſh'd unJamented ! 
How oft have I complain'd, without compaſlion ! 
I ask'd the city- watch, but ſome deny'd me (me; 
The common ſtreet, whilſt others would miſguide 
Some would debar me; ſome divert me; ſome deride me. 


3 
Mark how the widow'd turtle, having loſt 


The faithful partner of her loyal heart, + 
Stretches her feeble wings from coaſt to coaſt, | 
Hunts ev'ry path ; thinks ev'ry ſhade doth part | 
Her abſent love and her; at length, unſped, 
She re-betakes her to her lonely bed, 
And there bewails her everlaſting widow-head. 
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4 
So when my ſou! had progreſt ev'ry place, 
That love ard dear affection could contrive, 
I threw ne on my couch, reſolv'd t'embrace 
A death for him in whom I ceas'd to live: 
Eut there injurious Z{yen did preſent 
His landskip joys ; my pickled eyes did vent 
Full itreams ef briny tears, tears never to be ſpent, 


5 


Whilft thus my ſorrow-waſting ſoul was feeding 
Upon the rad'cal humour of her thought, 
Ev'n whilſt mine eyes were blind, & heart was bleeding, 
He that was fought unfound, was found unſought: 
As if the tun ſhould dart his orb- of light 
Into the ſecrets of the black-brow'd night: 
Ev'n ſo appear'd my love, my ſoul's delight. 


Ws Sn Ve us Ain So 
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6 
O how mine eyes, now raviſh'd at the fight 

Of my bright ſun, ſhot flames of equal fire! 
Ah! how my ſoul diflolv'd with o'er delight, 

To re- enjoy the crown of chaſt defire ! 

- Howfov'reign joy depos'd and diſpoſſeſt 
Rebellious grief! and how my raviſh'd breaſt — 
But who can expreſs thoſe heights, that cannot be ex- 

ny” (preſt? 
- 
O how theſe arms, theſe greedy arms did twine, 
And iiongly twiſt about his yielding waift ! 
The ſappy branches of the 7 heſpian vine, 
>e'cr cling 'd their leſs beloved elm fo faſt ; 


Eoaſt not thy flames, blind boy, thy feather'd ſhot ; I '! 
Let Himen's caly ſnarls be quite torgot: (knot. Ml H 
Time cannot quench our fires, nor death diffolve our N 
7 W 
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Emblems. 
ORIG. Hom. 10.in diverſ. 


Book 4. 


O moft holy Tord, and Fweeteſt maſter, how gecd art 
thor to thoſe that are of upright heart, and humble 
ſtirit ! O how bleſſed are they that, ſeek thee with a 
en pit heart ! how happy that truſt in thee! 1t is a 
oſt certnin truth, that thou loveſt all that love thee, 
are never forſak'ſt thoſe that truſt in thee : for b*hold 
thy trove frply ſought thee, and undoubtedly found thee: 
fe trv:trd iu thee, and is not forſaken of thee, bt hath 
winued more by thee, than ſhe expected from thee. 


B E D A in cap. 3. Cant. 


The longer J was in finding hem TI {orght, the 
mere earneſtly I beheld him being fond. 


\ 


| ; E PIG. rz. 
U bat? found him out? let ſtrong embraces bind him; 
He'll ly perchance, where tears can never find him: 
New fins will loſe, what old repentance gains. 
Wiſdom not ouly gets, but got, retains. 
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XIII. 


PSALM 73. 28. 


It is good for me to draw near to God, I bout 
put my truſt in the Lord God. 


WW Here is that good, which wiſc-men pleaſe to call 
The chiefeſt? doth there any ſuch befal | 
Within man's reach? or is there ſuch a good at all? 


If ſuch there be, it neither mult expire, 
Nor change; than which there can be nothing high'r: 
Such good mult be the utter point of man's deſire. 


It is the mark, to which all hearts muſt tend; 


Can be defired for no other end, 
Than for it ſelf, on which all other goods depend. 


What ma this excellent be? doth it ſubſiſt 
A real eflence clouded in the miſt 
Of curious art, or clear to ev'ry eye that liſt ? 


* 


Or is't a tart idea, to procure 
An edge, and keep the praQtick ſoul in ure, 
Like that dear chymick dult , or puzzling quadrature ? 


Where ſhall I ſeek this good? where ſhall I find 
This cath'lick pleaſure, whoſe extreams may blind. 
Mythonghts? and fill the gulf of my inſatiate mind? 


ies it in treaſure ? in full heaps untold ? 

1)oth gouty Mammcu's gri ping hand infold 
This facred faint in {acred ſhirinès of ſov'reign gold? 
3 No, 


7 -” >, —ʒ n e —_— 


238 
No, no, ſhe lies not there; wealth often ſours 
In keeping; makes us hers, in ſeeming ours; 


She ſlides from heav'n indeed, but not in Danae's ſhow'rs 


Lives ſhe in honour ? no. The royal crown 
Builds up a creature, and then batters down : 
Kings raiſe thee with a ſmile, & raze thee with a frown, 


In pleaſure? no. Pleaſure begins in rage ; 
Acts the fool's part on earth's uncertain itage ; 
Begins the play in youth, and epilogues in age. 


Theſe, theſe are baſtard goods ; the beſt of theſe 
Torment the ſoul with pleaſing it; and pleaſe, 
Like waters gulp'd in fevers, with deccitful eaſe. 


Earth's flatt'ring dainties are but ſweet diſtreſſes: 
Mole-hills perform the mountains ſhe profeſſes, 
Alas! can earth confer more good than carth poſſeſſes? 


Mount, mount, my ſoul, and let my thoughts caſhier 
Earth's vain delights, and make thy full career 
At heav'n's eternal joys ; top, top, thy courſer there, 


There ſhall thy ſoul poſſeſs uncareful treaſure, . 
There ſhalt thou ſwim in never-fading pleaſure : 
And blaze in honour far above the frowns of Ceſar. 


Lord, if my hope dare let her anchor fall 
On thee, the chiefeſt good, no need to call 
For earth's inferior traſh ; thou, thou art all in all. 
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Book 4. Emblems. 
S. AUGUST. Soliloqu. cap. 13. 


T follow this thing, T purſue that, but I am filled 
with nothing. But when T found thee, «who art that 
immutable, iudivided, and only good in thy felf, what 
T cbrained, T*wanted not; for what Tobtainea not, 1 
grieved not; with what Twas poſſeſt, my whole deſire 
eas ſati ged. 


8. BERN. Ser. 9. ſup. Beati qui habent, &c. 


239 


Let others pretend merit; let him brag of the bur- 
then of the day; lee him boaſt of his ſabbath faſts, and 
let him glory that be is not as other men: but for mine, 
it is gccd to cleave unto the Lora, and to put my truſt 
in my Lord God. 8 | : 


EPICG. x. | 
Let Boreas” blaſts, and Neprine's waves be join d, 
Thy Aolus commands the waves, the wind: 
Fear not the rocks or world's imperious waves; 
Thou climb'ſt a rock, my _ a rock that ſaves 
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XIV. 
CANTICLES 2. z. 


T fat under his ſhadow with great delight, and 
his fruit was fweet to my taſte. 


1 


Ook how the ſheep, whoſe rambling ſteps do ſtray 
From the falſe bleſſing of her ſhep erde eyes, 
Ef:-ſoon becomes the unprotected proy _ 
To the wing'd ſquadron of beleag'ring flies ; 
Where ſwelter'd with the ſcorching beams of day, 
She frisks from buſh to brake, and wildly flies away 
From her own ſelf, ev'n of her ſelf afraid; 
She ſhrouds her troubled brows in ev'ry glade, 
And craves the mercy of the ſoft removing ſhade. 


2 


Ev'n ſo my wand'ring ſoul, that hath digreſt 
From her great ſhepherd, is the hourly prey 
Of all my fins; theſe vultures in my brea 
Gripe my Promethean heart ; both night and day 
I hunt from place to place, but find no reſt ; 
know not where to go, nor where to ſtay : 
The eye of vengeance burns, her flames invade 
My ſwelt'ring ſoul : my ſoul bath oft aflay'd, 
Tet ſhe can find no ſhroud, yet can ſhe feel no ſhade ? 


242 Enmblems. 
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3 
I ſought the ſhades of mirth, to wear away 
My flow pac'd hours of ſoul- conſuming grief; / 
I ſearch'd the ſhades of ſleep, to eaſe my day ſur 
Ot griping ſorrows with a night's reprieve. ts 


I ſought the ſhades of death; thought there t'allay 
My final torment's with a full relief : 
But mirth, nor ſleep, nor death, can hide my hours 
In the falſe ſhades of their deceitful bow'rs ; 
The firſt diſtracts, the next diſturbs, the laſt devours. “ 


4 fin 


Where ſhall I turn? to whom ſhall I apply me? 
Are there no ſtreams where a faint ſou] may wade! 
Thy God-head, Jeſus, are the flames that try me; 
Hath thy all-glorious Diety ne'er a ſhade, 
Where I may fit and vengeance never eye me. 
Where I might fit retreſh'd or unafraid ? 
Is there no ccmfort ? is there no refection? 
Is there no cover that will give protection 
I' a fainting ſoul, the ſubject of thy wrath's refleQioN? 


J 


Lcok up, my foul, advance the lowly ſtature 
Ot thy {ad thoughts; advance thy humble eye: 
See, here's a ſhadow found: the humane nature 
Is made the umbrella to the Deity, 


JI To catch the ſun beams of thy juſt creator: 


Eeneath this covert thou may'ſt ſafely lie: 
Fetmit thine eyes to climb this fruitful tree, 
As quick Zachers did, and thou ſhalt ſee 
A elcud of dying figſh betwixt thoſe beams and thee. 


GUIL 


urs 


Emblems. 243 
G UIL. in cap 2. Cant. 


Maho can endure the fierce rays of the ſun of juſtice? 
«ho ſhall not be conſumed by his beams; therefore the 
ſun of juſtice rooR fleſh, that, through the conjunction of 
that jun aud this humane body, a ſhadow may be made. 


S. AUGUST. Med cap. 34. 


Lord, let my ſoul fiee from the ſcorching thoughts of 
the world, uuder the covert of thy wings, that being 
refreſued by the moderation of thy ſhadow, ſhe may 
ing merrily. In peace will 1lay me down and reſt. 


Book 4. 
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E PIG. 14 ; 
Ah! treach'rous ſoul; would not thy pleaſures give 
That Lord, which made thee living, leave to live ? 
dee what thy fins have done: thy fins have made 
The ſun of glory now become thy ſhade. 
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I ſought the ſhades of mirth, to wear away 
My flow pac'd hours of ſoul-conſuming grief; 
I ſearch'd the ſhades of ſleep, to eaſe my day 
Of griping ſorrows with a night's reprieve. 
I fought the ſhades of death; thought there t'allay 
My final torment's with a full relief : 
But mirth, nor ſleep, nor death; can hide my hours 
In the falſe ſhades of their deceitful bow'rs ; 
The firſt diſtracts, the next diſturbs, the laſt devours. 


4 
Where ſhall I turn? to whom ſhall I apply me? 


Are there no ſtreams where a faint ſoul may wade? 
Thy God-head, Jeſus, are the flames that try me ; 
Hath thy all-glorious Diety ne'er a ſhade, 
Where I may fit and vengeance never eye me. 
Where I might fit refrefh'd or unafraid ? 
Is there no comfort? is there no refection? 
Is there no cover that will give protection 


I' a fainting ſoul, the ſubject ot thy wrath's reflectioꝶ? 


5 


Lcok up, my foul, advance the lowly ſtature 

Ot thy {ad thoughts; advance thy humble eye: 
Sce, here's a ſhadow found: the humane nature 

is made the umbrella to the Deity, 


Io catch the ſun-beams of thy juſt creator: 


Eeneath this covert thou may'it ſafely lie: 
Fermit thine eyes to climb this fruitful tree, 
As quick Zachers did, and thou ſhalt ſee 
A-cicud of dying fleſh betwixt thoſe beams and thee. 


GUIL 


Emblems. 
GUIL. in cap 2. Cant. 


Maho can endure the fierce rays of the ſun of juſtice? 
«ho ſpat] not be conſumed by his beams; therefore the 


ſun of juſtice too fleſh, that, through the conjunction of 
that jun aud this humane body, a ſhadow may be made. 


S. AUGUST. Med cap. 34. 


Lord, let my ſoul flee from the ſcorching thoughts of 
. e 5107/4, under the covert of thy wings, that being 
refreſued by the moderation of thy ſpadow, ſhe may 
ſing merrily. In peace will Tiay me down and reſt. 
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That Lord, which made thee living, leave to live ? 
| dee what thy fins have done: thy fins have made 
le fun of glory now become thy ſhade. 
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12 Emblems. 245 


XV. 
PSALM 137. 4. 


How ſhall we fing the ſong of the Lord in a 
ſtrange land? 


Rge me no more: this airy mirth belongs 

To better times : theſe times are not for ſongs. 

The ſprightly twang of the melodious lute 

Agrees not with my voice : and both unſuit 

My untun'd fortunes : the affected meaſure 

of ſtrains that are conſtrain'd, afford no pleaſure. 

Muſick's the chitd of mirth ?- where griefs aſſail 
e troabied ſoul, both voice and fingers fail: 

Let {ach as revel out their laviſh days, 

In honourable riot; that can raiſe 

Dejected hearts, and conjure up a ſp'rit 

Of madneſs by the magick of delight; 

Let thoſe of Ciup14's hoſpital, that lie 

mpatient patients to a ſmiling eye, 

hat cannot ref}, until vain hope beguile 

heir flatter'd torment with a wanton ſmile: 

et ſuch redeem their peace, and ſalve the wrongs 

Vf froward fortune with their frolick ſongs : 

My grief, my grief's too great for ſmiling eyes 

o cure, or counter-charms to exorciſe. 

The raven's diſmal croaks, the midnight howls 

If empty wolves mixt with the ſcreech of owls, 
he nine {ad knolls of a dull paſſing bell, 

Vith the loud language of a nightly knell, 


And 
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And horrid out-crics of revenged crimes, 
Join'd in a medley's muſick for theſe times; 
Theſe are no times to touch the merry ſtring 
Of Orpheus; no, theſe are no times to ſing. 


Can hide- bound pris'ners, that have ſpent their ſoul 


And famiſh'd bodies in the noi ſome holes 


Of hell-black dungeons, apt their rougher thoughy 
Grown hoarſe with begging alms, to warble notes? 


Can the ſad pilgrim, that hath loſt his way 

In the vaſt deſart; there condemn'd a prey 

To the wild ſubject, or his ſavage king, 

Rouze up his palſy-ſmitten ſp'rits, and fing ? 
Can 1 a pilgrim, and a pris'ner too, 

Alas! where I am neither known, nor know 
Ought but my torments, an unranſom'd ſtranger 
In this ſtrange climate, in a land of danger? 

O, can my voice be pleaſant, or my hand, 

Thus made a prisn'er to a foreign land ? 

How can my muſick reli ſn in your ears, 

That cannot {peak for ſobs, nor fing for tears? 
Ah! if my voice could, Orphez's-like, unſpel 
My poor Eurndice, my foul, from hell 

Of earth's miiconſtru'd keav'n, O then my breaſt 
Should warble airs, whoſe rhapſodies ſhould feait 
The ears of ſeraphims, and entertain 

Heav'n's higheſt Deity with their lofty ſtrain; 

A ſtrain well drench'd in the true Theſpian well, 
Till then, earth's ſemiquaver, mirth, farewel. 
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S. AUGUST. Med. cap. 33. 


0 infimtely happy are thoſe heavenly virtues, which 
Could ee to prarfe thee in bulinefs and purity with ex- 
olive fee t , and unuiutterabile exaltation ! from 
obo (ence Hey Fraiſe thee, from whence they rejoice, be- 
2 Worſe rey ccutiuualiy fee for what they rejoice, for 
what Hey pratſe thee : but we, preſs 4 down with this 
burihen of fleſh, far removed from thy countenance in 
by prigrimage, and blown up with worldly vanities, 
cannot <vorthily praite thee : we prai ſe tec by faith ; 
not face ro face; but thoſe angelical ſpirits praiſe thee 
ace ro face and not by faith, 


EPI G. 15. 


Did Jrefuſe to ſing? ſaid I, theſe times 

Vere not for ſongs : nor muſick for theſe climes ? 
) 31" was my error: are not groans and tears 

Harmonious raptures in th Almighty's ears ? 
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THE 


FIFTH BOOK. 


I. 
CANTICLES. 5. 8. 


[ charge you, O daughters of Jeruſalem, if 
you find my , that you tell him that 
I am fick of love. 


I 


— + 


OU holy virgins, that ſo oft ſurround 

The city's ſapphire walls, whoſe ſhowy feet 
leaſure the pearly paths of ſacred ground, 

And trace the new is aq ti jaſper ſtreet ; 
lh! you whoſe care-forſaken hearts are crown'd 
With your beſt wiſhes ; that enjoy the ſweet 

Of all your hopes; if e er you chance to ſpy 
My abſent love, O tell him that I lie (eye. 
ep wounded with the flames that furnac'd from hit 


charge you, virgins, as you hope to hear 
The heav'nly — of your Rover voice z 1 
charge you by the ſolemn faith you bear | 
To plighted vows, and to that loyal choice | 
your affections, or, if ought more dear j 
You hold; by Hymen, by your marrage joys, 

I charge you tell him, that a flaming dart, 

Shot from his eye, hath, pierc'd my bleeding heart, 
nd I am ſick of love, and languiſh in my ſmart. ma 


Book 
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- 
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Tell him, O tell him, how my painting breaſt TT 
Is ſcorch'd with flames, and how my ſoul is pin'd ;Wo! 
Tell kim, O tell Lim, how lie oppreſt bon 
With the full torments of a troubled mind; (> 6) 
O tell him, tell him, that he loves in jeſt, 
But I in carneſt; tell him he's unkind : 
But if a diſcontented frown appears 
Upon his angry brow, accolt his ears I. 
Wich ſoft and fewer words, and act the reſt in tears, e 
| ve 0 
4 | U Tt) 


Q tell him, that his cruelties deprive | 
My ſoul of peace, while peace in vain ſhe ſeeks; 
Tell him, thoſe damask roſes that did ſtrive 
With white, both fade upon my ſallow cheeks ; 
Tell bim, no token doth proclaim I live, 
But tears, and ſighs, and ſobs, and ſudden fhrieks; 
Thus if your piercing words ſhould chance to bore 
His heark'ning ear, and move a figh, give oer 
To ſpeak ; and tell him, tell him that I could no more, 


3 


If your elegious breath ſhould hap to rouze 

A happy tear, cloſe harb'ring in his eye, 

Then urge his plighted faith, the ſacred yows, 
Which neither I can break, nor he deny; 
Bewail the torment of his loyal ſpouſe, 

That for his ſake would make a ſport to die: 
O bleſſed virgins, how my paſſion tires 
Beneath the burthen of her fond deſires! rie 

Heav'n never ſhot ſuch flames, earth never felt ſuch fires n 
LC 
Ul. 
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S. AUGUST. Med. cap. 40. 


What ſpall I ſay? what ſhall Ido? hither ſhall I 
0? re ſhall I ſeek him? or when ſhall I find him? 
whom ſpall I as 7 Who will tell my beloved that I am 
ck of love? 


GULIEL. in cap. 5. Cant. 


Book 5. 


Tlive, but not IJ: it is my beloved that liveth in mo: 
love, ray ſelf, not with my own love, but with the 
v2 of my beloved that loveth me: I love not my ſelf 
p 17y ſelf, but my ſelf in him, and him in me. 


| EPIG. 1. 
diere not, my ſoul, nor let thy love wax faint : 
[cp {t thou to loſe the cauſe of thy complaint? 
e come; love ne'er was bound to times nor laws: 
51 chen thy tears complain without a cauſe. 
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Emblems, Wh 
II. 
CANTICLES 2. f. 


Stay me with flowers, and comfort me with 
apples, for I am fick of love. 


T 


0 Tyrant love ! how doth thy ſov'reign pow'r 
*10je& poor ſo ils to thy imp rious thrall ! 
They oy, thy cup's compes'd of ſweet and ſour ; 
They fay, chy diet's honey mixt with gall ; 
How comes it then to paſs, theſe lips of ours 
Stin trade in bitter; taſte no ſweet at all? 
O cyrant love! ſhall our perpetual toil 
Ne'er find a iabbath to refreſh a while 
Our drooping ſouls? art thou all frowns,&ne'er a ſmile? 


2 


You bleſſed maids of honour, that frequent 
The royal courts of our renown'd. Jehove, 
With flow'rs reſtore my ſpirits faint and ſpent ; 
O fetch me apples from love's fruitful grove, 
To cool my palate, and renew my ſcent, 
For | am tick, for I am ſick of love: 
Theſe will revive my dry, my waſted pow'rs, 
And they will ſweeten my unſav'ry hours 
Refreſh me then with fruit,and comfort me with flow'rs. 


O 


254 Emblems. Book x, 
3 
O bring me apples to aſſwage that fire, 

Which, Z£r7a-like, inflames my flaming breaſt; 
Nor is it ev'ry apple I deſire. ; 
Nor that which pleaſes ev'ry palate beſt : 

Tis not the laſting deuzan I require: j; 

Nor yet the red-cheek'd queening I requeſt : ip 

Nor that which firſt beſhrew'd the name of wife 


Nor that whole beauty caus'd the golden ſtrife; 
No, no, bring me an apple trom the tree of life. 


1 

5 As 

Virgins, tuck up your filken laps, and fill ye beft 
With the fair wealth of Flora's magazine; 07 


The purple violet, and the pale-fac'd lilly: 
The pancy and the organ colombine; 
The flow'ring thyme, the gilt bowl daffodilly ; 
The lowly pink, the lofty eglantine : | 
The bluſhing roſe, the queen of flower's, and bel 
Ot Flora's beauty ; but above the reſt, | 
Let Zeſſe's ſovereign flow'r perfume my qualming breaſt 


3 


Haſte, virgins, baſte, for Ilie weak, and faint 
Beneath the pangs of love; why ſtand ye mute, 
As if your filence neither car'd to grant, 
Nor yet your language to deny my ſuit ? 
No key can lock the door of my complaint, 
Until I ſmell this flow'r, or taſte that fruit. 
Go, virgins, ſeek this tree, and ſearch that bow; 
O, how my ſoul ſhall bleſs that happy hour, 


That brings to me ſuch fruit, Mat brings* me. Tuchi h: 
| or TT. (flow: The 


GISTEN 


K 5. 


wife 


eall. 


618 TER. wer gn Expol. 3. 


0 happy ſickneſs, roher re Pofirmi ty is not to death, 
but to life, that God may be glorified by it! O happy 
fever, that proceedeth not from a conſuming, but a 
calcining fire! O happy aiſtemper, wherein the ſoul re- 


liheth no earthly as but uy, apeureth divine 
uu ment 8 5 1 r _ 
8 . 


8. BERN. Serm. $57. in Cant. 


By flowers, underſtand faith? by fruit, 900 erh , 
4; the flower or bloſſom is before the fruit, ſo is faith 
before good works : ſo neither is the fruit without the 
forex, aur gs works <vithout faith. 
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lt was that fruit lic h gave the firſt offence ; 
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Book 5. Emblems. 


III. 
CANTICLES 2. 16. 


My beloved is mine, and I am his; he feed- 
th among the lilies. 


7 


Vn like two little bank-dividing bros, ö 
That waſh the pebbles with their wanton Rreams, 
And having rang'd and ſearch'd a thouſand nooks, 
Meet both at length in filyer-breaſted Thames, 
Where in a greater current they conſoin: 
0 I my beſt beloved's am; fo he is mine. 


2 


Ev'n ſo we met; and after long purſuit, 

Ev'n ſo we join'd, we both became entire; 

do need for either to renew a ſuit,” - 

For I was flax, and he was flames of fire. 
Our firm united fouls did more than twine; 

0 I my beſt beloved's am; ſo he is mine. 


3 


{ all thoſe glitrring monarchs that command 

The ſervile quarters of this earthly ball, 

mould tender, in exchange, their ſhares of land. 

would not change my fortunes for them all: 
Their wealth is but a counter to my coin; 

he world's but theirs; but my beloved's mine. 


M2 


N ay, 


1 


1 258 ; L Emblems. Book M3 


4 
Bay, more; if the fair Theſpian ladies all 


Should heap together their diviner treaſure, of 
| That treaſure ſhould be deem'd a price too ſmall bo 
Joo buy a:minute's leaſe ot halt my pleaſure ; lo 
7! is not the ſacred wealth of all the nine of 
Can buy my heart from him, or his from being mine. i *. 
— 85 an 
| 6 
Nor time, not place, nor chance, nor death can bow 1 | 
My leaſt defires unto the leaſt remove; Un 
He's firmly mine by oath ; I his by vow ; 
He's mine by faith ; and I am his by love ; 
8 He's mine by water; I am his by wine; 
Thus I my beſt beloved's am; thus he is mine. 
6 
He is my. altar; L his holy place; 
I am bis gueſt; and he my living food; 
I'm bis by penitence ; be mine by grace; 
I'm his by purchaſe ; he is mine by blood; 
He's my ſupporting elm : and I his vine: 
Thus I my beſt beloved's am ; thus he is mine, 
* | 4 7 
He gives me wealth, I give him all my vows : 
] give. him ſongs ; he gives me length of days: "Y 
Vith wreath's of grace he crowns my conqu'ring brows! We 
And I his temples with a crown of praiſe, He 
Which be accepts; an everlaſting ſign, 10 
That I my beſt beloved? sam; that he is mine. 
"7 | 4 8. AUGUST 
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| 8. AUGUST. Manu. cap. 24. 
/ 


0 my ſoul, ſtampt with the image of thy God, love him 
ahm thou art ſo much beloved: bend to him that 
bowerh to thee, ſeek him that ſeeketh thee: love the 
lover, by whoſe love thou art prevented, begin the cauſe 
of thy love: be careful with thoſe that are careful, 
mint with thoſe that want ; be clean with the clean, 
and holy with the holy: chooſe this friend above all 
friends, Wore all are taken away, remaineth 
only fair hf to thee : in the day of thy burial, when 
ai leave thee, he will not degerve thee; but defend thee 
from the roaring lions prepared for their prey. 
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Sing, ZHymen; to my ſoul : what, loſt and found? 
Welcom'd, eſpous'd, enjoy'd ſo ſoon and crown'd! = 
He did but climb the croſs, and then came down 
To ch' gates of hell; triumph'd, and fetch'd a crown 
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W. 
CANTICLES 7: 10. 


am my beloved's, and his deſire is towards 
1 


12 


L to the arctick needle, that doth guide 
The wand'ring ſhade by his magnetick pow'r, 
And leaves his ſilken gnomon to decide 
The queſtion of the controverted hour, 

Firſt franticks up and down from fide to ſide, 

And reſtleſs beats his cryſtal'd iv'ry caſe, 

With vain impatience jets from. place to place, - 
And ſeeks the boſom of his frozen bride, - - - 

At length he ſlacks his motion, and doth reſt 
His trembling point at his bright poles beloved breaſt. 


2 j 


Ev'n ſo my ſoul, being hurried here and there, 

By ev'ry object that preſents delight, 
Fain would be ſettled, but ſhe knows not where; 

She likes at morning what ſhe loaths at night: 
die bows to honour ; then ſhe lends an ear 
To that ſweet ſwar-like voice of dying pleaſure, - 
Ihen tumbles in the ſcatter'd heaps of treaſure ; 
Now flatter'd with falſe hope; now foil'd with fear: 
Thus finding all the world's delight to be 
aut empty toys, good God, ſhe points alone to thee, 


$ 


M4 \.  _ 


And then my trembling thoughts ſhall never ſtart (thee; 
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3 
Fut hath the virtued ſteel a power to move ? 
Or can the untouch'd needle point aright ? 


Or can my wand'ring thoughts forbear to rove, th 
Urguided by the virtue of thy ſp'rit ? 64 

O bath my leaden ſoul the art t' improve de 
Her waſted talent, and, unrais'd, aſpire el 

In this ſad moulting time of her delre ? 4 

Tot firſt belov'd have I the power to love; ol! 
] cannet ſtir, but as thou pleaſe to move me, C0] 


Nor can my heart return thee love, until thouloye me, N 


[NE $ :: 
The {till commandreſs of the filent night 
| Eorrows her beams from her bright brother's eye; 
His fair aſpect fills her ſharp horns with light, 
If he withdraw, her flames are quench'd and die: 
Ev'n ſo the beams of thy enlight'ning ſp'rit, 
Intus'd and ſhot into my dark defire, 
Inflame my thoughts, and fill my ſoul with fire, 
That I am raviſh'd with a new delight ; 
But if thou ſhroud thy face, my glory fades, 
And I remain a nothing, all compos'd of ſhades, 


5 
Eternal God! O thou that only art 
The ſacred fountain of eternal light, 
And blefled load- ſtone of my better part, 
© thou, my heart's defire, my ſoul's delight ! 
Reflect upon my ſoul, and touch my heart, 
And then my heart ſhall prize no good above thee; 
And then my ſoul ſhall know thee ; knowing lo. 


From thy commands, or ſwerve the leaſt degree, 
Or once preſume to move, but as they move in thee. 


s. AUGUST 


yt © > = 


Book 5. 
8. AUGUST. Med. cap. Io. 


enjoy no reſt, nor ſuffer his abſence without great 
anxiety, with what affeftion,. with what fervency 


ought the ſoul whom - haſt elpouſe pouſed by fh and. ; 
aa, and glorious bride- 


compaſſion, to love thee her true 
me Freom : 


- * * 


E PIG. a... 
My ſoul, thy love is ons : *twas thoug 


e 


e, And eaſy pen worth of thy ſaviour's blood : 
but be ry aL ia matters rightly ſcann'd, 
"Twas over- *twas-ſold at ſecond hand... 
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If man can love man with ſo entire affection, that 
the one can ſcarce brook the other's abſence 3, if 4 bride 
can be joined to her bride-groom with ſo great an ar- 
dency of mind, that for the extremity of love ſe can 
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V. 


CANTICLEs 5. 6. 


My foul melted whilſt my beloved ſpate. 


ORD, has the feeble voice of fleſh and blood 
The pow'r to work thine ears into a flood 

Of melted mercy ? or the ſtrength t' unlock 

The gates of heav'n, and to diflolve a rock + 

Of marble clouds into a morning ſhow'r? 

Or hath the breath of whining Jul the pow'r - 

To top or ſnatch a falling thunder-bolt 

From thy fierce hand, and make thy hand revolt 

From refolute confuſion; and inftead - 

Of vials, pour full bleſſings on our head? 

Or ſhall the want of famiſh'd ravens cry, 

And move thy mercy to a quick ſupply ? - 

Or ſhall the filent ſuits of 2. ing flo wirs, 

Woo thee for drops, and be re delt d with ſhow'rs? 

Alas! what marvel then, great God, what wonder, : 

if thy hell-roufing voice, that ſplits in ſunder - 

The brazen portals of eternal Death 3 - 

What wonder if that life-reftoring breath' © 

Wiich dragg'd me from th' infernal ſhades of night, 

Should melt my raviſh'd ſoul with o'er-delight ?- - 

O can my frozen gutters chooſe but run, 

That feel the warmth of ſuch a glorious ſun ?- : 
ethinks his language, like a flaming arrow, 


Thy © 


Doth pierce my bones, and melts their wounded marrow. 


%3 4s. 7 


Thy flames, O Cupid, (though the joyful heart 


Feels neither tang of grief, nor fears the ſmart 
Of jealous doubts, but drunk with full deſires) | 
Are torments, weigh'd with theſe celeſtial fires; -. 


Pleaſurcs that raviſh in ſo high a meaſure, lg 
That Ol languiſh in exceſs of leafure: 1 
What raviſh'd heart that feels theſe melting joys, 70 
Would not deſpiſe and ſoath the treach'rous toys me 
Of danghil earth ? what foul would not be proud bo 


Of wry-mouth'd ſcorns, the worſt that fleſh and blood MI 
Had rancour to deviſe? who would not bear 

The world's derifion with a thankful ear? 

What palate would retuſe full bowls of ſpight, 


| '-  Togain a minute's talie of ſuch delight ? 


Great fpring of light, in whom there is no ſhade, _ [0 
But what my interpoſed ſins have made; 75 
Whoſe marrow melting fires admit no ſcreen 
But what my own rebellions put between 

Their precious flames and my obdurate ear; 
Diſperſe this plague-diſtilling cloud, and clear 
My mungy ſoul into a glorious day: 

Tranſplant this ſcreen, remove this bar away; 
Then, then my fluent ſoul ſhall feel the fires. - 
Of thy ſweet voice, and my diſſolv d defires 
Shall turn a ſov'reign balſam, to make whole 


Thoſe wounds my fins inflicted on thy ſoul. 
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Book 5. Emblems. 267 
8. AU GUST. Soliloqu. cap. 34 


What fire is this that ſo wwarmeth my heart? what 
light is this that ſo enlightneth my ſoul? O fire, that 
aways burneth, and never goeth out, kinale me: O light, 
which ever ſpineth, and art never darkened, itluminate* 
me: O that I had my heat from thee, moſt holy fire! 
how fweerly doſt thou burn? ho ſecretly doſt thou 
ot ine? Hod deſiredly doſt thou inflame me! 


S. BO N AVENT. Stim. amoris cap. 8. 


it maketh God man, and man God; things tem- 
toral, eternal; mortal, immortal; it maketh an enemy, 
a friend; à ſervamt a ſon; vile things, glorious ; cold. 
bearts, fiery's and hard things, liquid. © 


commas - 44 


g EPIC, 5 

My ſou], thywpold is true, but full of droſs z 
Thy ſaviour's breath refines thee with ſome lofs : 
His gentle furnace makes thee pure as iruc ;, 
Thou muſt be melted ere th'art 'ealt a- new. 
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ton Raue I n heaven but thee, cr m. She 


deere Ion earth in reſpect of tha Ps:55 | 
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Emblems. 
VI. 


PSALM 73. 25. | 


Whom have.] in heaven: but thee ? and what” 
defire I on earth in reſpect of thee ? 


T1 


Love (and have ſome cauſe to love) the earth: 
She is my maker's creature, therefore good: 

She is my mother; for ſhe gave me birth; 

She is my tender nurſe ; ſhe gives me food : - 
But what's a creature, Lord, 'co 'd with thee ?*: 
Or what's my mother, or my nurſe to me.? 


I ? 


[ love the air; her dainty ſweets refreſh © 
My drooping ſoul, and to new ſweets invite me; 
Her ſhrill-mouth'd'choir-ſuftain me with their fieſh, -. 
And with their Polyphonian notes delight me: 
But what's the air, or all the ſweets, that ſne 
Can bleſs my ſoul withal, compar d to thee? . 


35 


[ love the ſea; ſhe is my fellow- creature, 
My careful purveyor ; ſhe provides me ſtore 2 - 
She walls me round; ſhe makes my diet greater; 
dhe wafts my treaſure from a foreiga ſhore : _ 
But, Lord of oceans, when compar d with thee, . 
What is. the ocean, or her wealth to me? 


To 


| 


270 . 


Wichout thy preſence heav'n's no heay'n to me. 


The higheſt honours that the world can boaſt, 
_ . Are ſubjects far too low for my deſire; | 


.Pleaſure's but pain, and mirth but pleafin madneſs; 


Hh. | 
To heav'n's high city I direct my Journey, 
Whoſe ſpangled ſuburbs entertain mine eye; 
Mine eye, by contemplation's great attorney, 
Tranſcends the cryſtal pavement of the skie: 
But what is heav'n, great God, compar'd to thee? 


Without thy preſence earth gives no refection; 

Without thy preſence ſea affords no treaſure ; 

Without thy preſence air's a rank infection; 

Without thy preſence heav'n it ſelf's no pleaſure ;; 
If not poſſeſs'd, it not enjoy'd in thee 
What's earth, or ſea, or air, or heav'n to me? 

g | 6 


The brighteſt beams of glory are (at moſt) 

But dying ſparkles of thy living fire :} 
The proudeſt flames that earth can kindle, be 
But nightly gloe- worms if compar'd to thee. 


7 
Without thy preſence, wealth are bags of cares 
Wiſdom, but folly ; joy; diſquiet, ſadneſs : 
Fricndſhip is treaſon, and delights are ſhares ; 


Without-thee, Lord, things be not what they be, 
Nor. have their being, when compar'd with thee.. 


In having all things, and not thee, what have 1? 


Not having thee, what have my labours got? 

Let me enjoy but thee, what farther crave I? 

And having thee alone, what have I not? 
I wiſh nor ſea, nor land; nor would I be 
Poſſeſt of heay'n, heav'n unpoſſeſt of thee.. 
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BON AVENT. Soliloqu. cap. 1. 


Alas! my Gcd, now I underſtand (but bluſh. to con- 
ſeſh that rhe beauty of thy creatures hath deceived 
wine eyes, and 1 have not obſerved that thou art more 
aimable than all the creatures; to which thou haſt 
oommunicarea but one drop of thy ineſtimable beauty: 
for «2-10 hath aaorned the heavens with ſtars? who hath 
ſtored the air with fowl, the waters with filb, the earth 
with plants and flowers ? but what are all theſe but a 
ſnall ſpark of divine beauty. 


S. CHR Y. Hom. 5.in Ep. ad Rom. 


In having nothing T have all thi ngs, becauſe I have 
Chriſt. Having therefore all things in him, I ſeek no 
other reward; for he is the univerſal reward, 


EPIG. 6. | 
Who would not throw his better thoughts about him, 
And ſcorn this droſs within him; that, without him? 
Caſt up, my ſoul, thy clearer eye; behold, 
If thou be fally melted, there's the mould, 
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VII. 


PSALM 120. 5. 


Wee is me, that 1 remain in Meſheck, and 
dwell in the tents of Kedar ! 


[ nature's courſe diffoly'd ? doth time's glaſs ſtand? 
Or hath ſome frolick heart ſet back the hand 
Of fates perpetual clock? will't never ſtrike? 

Is crazy time grown lazy, faint or fick, 

With very age ? or hath that great pair-royal. 

Of adamantine fiſters late made trial | 

Of ſome new trade? ſhall mortal hearts grow old 
In forrow ? ſhall my. weary arms infold, 

And under-prop my panting ſides for ever? 

Is there no charitable hand will fever 

My well-ſpun thread, that my impriſon'd ſoul 

May be deliver'd from this dull dark hole 

Ot dungeon fleſh ? O ſhall I, ſhall I never 

Be ranſom'd, but remain a ſlave for ever? 

It is the lot of man but once to die, | 

But e er that death, how many deaths have 1? 
What human madneſs makes the world afraid 

Jo entertain keav'n's joys, becauſe convey d 

By th* hand of death? will nakedneſs refuſe _ 
Rich change of robes, becauſe the man's not ſpruce - 
That brought them? or will poverty ſend back 
Full bags of gold, becauſe the bringer's black? 

Life is a bubble, blown with whining breaths, . 


Fill d with the torment of a thouſand deaths; 


Which 


= Emblems. Book; 
Which being prick'd by death (while death deprine 
One lite) preſents the ſoul a thouſand lives: 
O frantick mortal, how hath earth bewitch'd 
Thy bedlam ſoul, which hath ſo fondly pitch'd 
Upon her falſe delights! delights that ceaſe 
Before enjoyment finds a time to pleaſe: 
Her fickle joys breed doubtful fears ; her fears 
Bring hopeful griefs; her griefs weep fearful tears; 
Tears coin deceitful hopes; hopes careful doubt, 
And ſurly paſſion juſtles paſſion out: 
To day we pamper with a full repaſt 
Of laviſh mirth, at »ight we weep as faſt : 
To night we ſwim in wealth, and lend; to morrow, 
We fink in want, and find no frie::d to borrow. 
In what a climate doth my ſoul refide? 
Where pale-fac'd murther, the firſt-born of pride, 
Sets up her kingdom in-the very ſmiles, | 
And plighted faiths of men like crocodiles : 
And land, where each embroider'd ſattin word 
Is lin'd with fraud; where Mars his lawleſs ſword 
Exiles Aſirea's balance; where that hand 
Now ſlays bis brother, that new-ſow'd his land; 
O that my days of. bondage would expire 
In this lewd ſoil ! Lord, how my ſoul's on fire 

To be difloiv'd, that T might once obtain _ 
Thoſe long'd for joys, long'd for ſo oft in vain ! 
If, Moſ*s-like, I may not live poſſeſtt 

Of this fair land; Lord, let me ſee't at leaſt. 


8. AUGUST. 


ook 5. Emblems, | 270. 
S. AUGUST. Soliloqu. cap. 12. 


My life is a frail life, a corruptible life; a life, 
which the moretit increaſeth, the more it decreaſeth : the 
farther it goeth the nearer it cometh to death. A de- 
ceitful life, and like a ſhadow, full of the ſnares of 
death : now 1 rejoyce, now I languiſh, now 1 flouriſh, 
now infirm, now I live, and ſtreight Idie; now I ſeen 
happy, always mi ſcrable; now Tlaugh, now TI weep : 
Thus all things are ſubjeft to mutability, that nothing 
cntinuerh an hour in one eſtate : O joy above joy, ex- 
reeding all joy, without which there is no joy, when 
hall Texter into thee, that Tmay ſee my God that dwel- 
leth in thee? | be. | 
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Art thou — O canſt thou not di 2 5 
An hour of travel for a night of reſt? get 
Chear up, my ſoul, call home thy ſp'rits, and bear 

Une bad good - friday, full-mouth'd eaſter's near. 


276 Emblems, Bock x BL 
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Book 5. Emblems. 
VIII. 


ROM. 7. 24. 


me from the body of this death? 


DEhold thy darling, which thy luſtful care 


zuch early cares; for whom thy bubbling brow 
o often ſweats, and bankrupt eyes do owe 

uch midnight ſcores to nature, for whoſe ſake 
gaſe earth is ſainted, the infernal lake 


hold thy darling, whom thy ſoul affects 

o dearly; whom thy fond indulgence decks 
ind puppets up in ſuft, in filken weeds 

gehold the darling, whom thy fondneſs feeds 


f ill ſpebt time, the price of half my pains: - 

zehold thy darling, who, when clad by thee, 

erides thy nakedneſs; and when moſt free, 
toclaims her lover ſlave; and being fed 
oft full, then ſtrikes the indulgent feeder dead. 

hat mean'ſt thou thus, my poor deluded ſoul, 
o love ſo fondly? can the burning coal 

thy affection laſt without the fuel 

counter love; is thy compeer ſo cruel, 

nd thou ſo kind to love, unlov'd again? 

anſt thou ſow favours, and thus reap diſdain ? 


BO wretched man that I am! who ſhall deliver 
) Pampers, for which thy reſtleſs thoughts prepare 


'nfear'd, the crown of glory poorly ted: 
[hy God neglected, and thy brother hated 5 _ 


lith far-fetch'd delicates, the dear bought gains | 
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Book Þo 


Remember, O remember thou art born 
Of royal blood ; remember thou art ſworn 


A maid of honour in the court of heay'n ; 7 
Remember what a coſtly price was giv'n | * 
To ranſom thee from ſlav' ry thou wert in: * 
And wilt thou now my ſoul turn ſlave again? "= 
The ſon and heir to heav'n's Tri- une JEHOVE I, 
Would fain become a ſuitor for thy love, 5 0 / 
And offers for thy dow'r his father's throne, 7 
To fit for ſeraphims to gaze upon; * 


He'll give thee honour, pleaſure, wealth, and thing MW... 
Tranſcending far the majeſty of Kings: 
And wilt thou proſtrate to the odious charms 
Of this baſe ſcullion? ſhall his hollow arms 
Hug thy ſoft fides? ſhall theſe coarſe hands unty 


The ſacred zone of thy virginity ? 


For ſhame, degen'rous ſoul, let thy defire 
Be quickned up with more heroick fire ? 

Be wiſely proud, let thy ambitious eye 

Read noble objects; let thy thoughts defy 
Such am'rous baſeneſs; let thy ſoul diſdain 
Th' ignoble proffers of ſo baſe a ſwain Wy: 
Or if thy vows be paſt, and Hymer's bards 
Have ceremonied your enequal hands, 
Annul, at leaſt avoid, thy lawleſs act 

With inſufficiency, or precontratt: : 
Or if the act be good, yet may ſt 2 
A ſecond freedom; or the fleſh is d 


199 


o 


NAZIANZ. Orat. 16. 


How Tam join'd to this body I know not; which 
when it is healthful, provoketh me to war, and being 
damaged by ear, affecteth me with grief; hich 1 
both love as a fellow-ſervant, and hate as an utter 
enemy: It is a pleaſant foe, and a perfidions friend. 

0 firange conjunction and alienation : auhat I fear 
Tembrace, and what I love I am afraid of; before I 
make var, Jam reconciled ; before I en jay peace, I am 

dt variauce. 


; EPIGS. ; | 
a "nat need that houſe be daub'd with fleſh and blood? | 
ang d round with filks and gold? repair'd with food? 

lt idly 3 that coſt doth but prolong | 
y thraldom, Fool, a; > mak'it thy Jail too ſtrong, 
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Wook 5. Emblems. 
IX. 
PHILIPPIANS 1. 24. 


am in a firaight between tevo, having a de- 


fire to be diſſolved, and tobe with Chriſt, 


Hat meant our careful parents ſo to wear, 
And laviſh out their ill-extended hours, 

lo purchaſe for us large poſſeſſions here, 

Which (though unpurchas'd) are too truly ours ? 
What meant they, ah! what meant they to endute 
Such loads of needleſs labour, to procure (ture % 

uud make that thing our own, which was our own too 


> 


hat mean theſe liv'ries and poſſeſſive keys? 
What mean theſe bargains, and theſe needleſs ſales ? 
hat need theſe jealous, theſe ſuſpicious ways 
Of law devisd and law diſſolv'd entails? 
No need to ſweat for gold, wherewith to buy 
Eſtates of high-priz'd land ; no need to tie 
arth to their heirs, were they but clogg d with earth as I, 


3 


) were their ſouls but clogp'd with earth as I, 

They would not —_ with ſo ſalt an itch; 

hey would not take of alms, what now they buy; 

Nor call him happy, whom the world counts rich; 
They would not take ſuch pains, project and prog, 
To charge their ſhoulders with ſo great a log: 

ho hath the greater lands, hath but rhe greater clog 

N 2 
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I cannot do an act which earth diſdains not; 
cannot think a thought which earth corrupts not 
I cannot ſpeak a word which earth profanes not; 
{ car.not make a yow earth interrupts not: 
Ik I but offer up an early groan, (thton 
Or ſpread my wings to heav'n's long long' d. 
She darkens my complaints, and drags my off ring doi 


3 


Er'n like the hawk, (whoſe keeper's wary hands 
Have made a pris'ner to her weath'ring ſtock) 
Fergettirg quite the pow'r of her faſt bands, 
Makes a rank bate from her forſaken block; 
But her too faithful leaſh doth ſoon retain 
Her broken flight, attempted oft in vain ; 
It gives her loins a twitch, and tugs her back again, 


6 


So, when my ſoul directs her better eye 
Jo heav'n's bright palace, where my treaſure lie 
I ſpread my willing wings, but cannot fly ; 
Earth hales me down, I cannot, cannot riſe : 
When I but ſtrive to mount the leaſt degree, 
| Earth gives a jerk, and foils me on my knee ; 
Lord, how my ſoul is rack'd betwixt the world and thi 


- 


Great God, I ſpread my feeble wings in vain ; 
In vain I offer my extended hands: 

] cannot mount till thou unlink my chains : " 

cannot come till thou releaſe my bands: — 

Which if thou pleaſe to break, and then ſuppinipe'< * 

My wings with ſpirit, th' eagle ſhall not flie 4 v 

A pitch that's half fo fair, nor halt ſo ſwift asl. y ic 


8. BON 


8. BON AVENT. Soliloq. cap. 1. 


Ai frreet Feſus, pierce the marrow of my ſoul 

S not Muth the healthful ſhafts of rhy love, that it may tru- 

z 1 burn and melt aud languifh with the only deſire of 

hee; that it may deſire to be diſſolved, and to be with 

tho hee: let it Hunger alone for the bread of life n let 

g 88: thirſt aſter thee, rhe ſpring and fount ain of eter na] 

do gt, the ſtream of true pleaſure : let it always agſir g 
ze, ſeek hee, and fina thee, and feetly reſt in tie. 


1 
= 


wy 


in. 


lie 


| | E PIG. 9. 

Vhat, will thy ſhackles neither loofe nor break: 
ire they too ſtrong, or is thine arm too weak? 
"© wil prevail where knotty ſtrength denies ; 

ö My ſoul, there's Hua: jortis in thine eyes. 
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X. 


PSALM 142. 7. 


Bring my ſoul out of priſon, that I may praiſe. 
thy name. 


M* ſoul is like a bird, my fleſh the cage, 

- Wherein ſhe wears her weary pilgrimage 

Of hours, as tew.as evil, daily fed 

With ſacred wine, and ſacramental bread ; . 

The keys that lock her in and let her out, 

Are birth and death ; 'twixt both ſhe hops about 
From perch to perch, from ſenſe to reaſon; then 
From higher reafon down to ſenſe again: 

From ſenſe ſhe climbs to faith; where for a ſeaſon 
She fits and ſings; then down again to reaſon : 

From reaſon back to faith, and freight from thence 
She rudely flutters to the perch of ſenſe : 

From ſenſe to hope; then hops from hope to doubt, 
From doubt to dull deſpair; there ſeeks about 

For deſp'rate freedom, and at ev'ry grate, 

She wildly thruſts, and begs the untimely date 

Of th' unexpired thraldom, to releaſe 

The aflited captive, that can find no peace. 

Thus am I coop'd; within this fleſhly cage 

I wear my youth, and waſte my weary age, 
Spending that breath which was ordained to chant 
Heav'n's praiſes forth, in ſighs, and ſad complaint: 
Whilſt happier birds can ſpread their nimble wing 
from Shrubs to Cedars, and there chirp and fing, 


N. 4. In 
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In choice of raptures, the harmoious ſtory 

Of man's redemption, and his Maker's glory : 
You glorious martyrs, you illuſtrious ſtoops, 
That once were cloyſter'd in your fleſhly coops 
As faſt as I, what rhet'rick had your tongues ? 
What dextrous art had your elegiac ſongs? 

Vi hat Paul-like pow'r had your admir'd devotion? 
What ſhackle-breaking faith infus'd ſuch motion 
To your ſtrong pray'r, that could obtain the boon 
To be enlarg'd ; to be uncag'd ſo ſoon ? 

W kilft I, poor I, can fing my daily tears, 

Crown old in bondage, and can find no ears: 

You great partakers of eternal glory, 

That with your heav'n-preyailing oratory, 
Releas'd your ſouls from your terriftrial cage, 
Permit the paſſion of my holy rage 

To recommend my ſorrows, dearly known 

To you, in days of old, and once your own, 

To your beſt thoughts, (but oh't doth not befit ye 
To move your pray'rs ; you love joy, not pity :) 
Great Lord of fouls, to whom ſhould pris'ners fly, 
Eut thee ? thou hadſt a cage as well as Il; @ 
And for my ſake, thy pleaſure was to know 

The ſorrows that it brought, and felt'ſt them too: 
O let me free, and I will ſpend thoſe days, 

Which now I waſte in begging, in thy praiſe, 


ANSELVW 


k 5 Book. 5. Emblems. | 287 
ANSELM. in Protolog. cap. 1. 


+ 


0 miſerable condition of mankind, that has loſt that 
for arhich he was created] alas, what hath he loft? 
and «chat hath he found? he hath loſt happineſs for 
which he was made, and found miſery for which he 
was not made: what is gone? and what is left ? that 
thing is gone, without which he is unhappy ; 
that thing is leſt, by which he is miſerable: O wretched 
nen! from whence are we expelled? to what are we 
inpelled? whence are we thrown? and whither are 
we hurried? from our home into banifument ; from 
the ſight of God into our own blindneſs ; from the plea- 


ſure of immortality to the bitterneſs of death : mlſer- 


able change! from how great a gocd, to how great an 
gil! ah me! what have I enterpriſed? what have I 
gone? au hit her aid Igo? hither am I come ? 


EPIG. 10, 

Paris midnight voice prevail'd; his muſick's thunder 
Unhing'd the priſon-doors, ſplit bolts in ſunder : 

And ſitt'ſt thou here, and hang'ſt the feeble wing? 

And whin'ſt to be enlarg'd? bea, learn to fing. 
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XI. 


PS AL M. 42. 1. 


As the hart panteth after the water-brooks, ſo 
panteth my ſoul after tbee, O Cad. 


1 4 


OW ſhall my tongue expreſs that hallow'd fire, 
1 Which heav'n hath kind led in my raviſh'd heart - 
What muſe ſhall I invoke, that will inſpire. 
My lowly-quill to act a lofty part! 
What art ſhall I deviſe "expreſs defire, , 
Too intricate to be expreſs'd by t! 
Let all the nine be filent ; I refuſe _ 
Their aid in this high task, for they abuſe 
The flames of love too much: aſſiſt me David's muſe, 


Not as the thirſty ſoil defires ſoft ſhow'rs 
To quicken and refreſh her embryon grain; 
Nor as the drooping creſts of fading flow'rs | 
Requeſt the bounty of a morning rain, 
Do I defire my God: "Theſe in few hours, 
Re-wiſh what late their wiſhes did obtain; 
But as the ſwift-foot hart doth wounded fly 
To th' much defired ſtreams, even ſo do I 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I mult find, or die. 


Before 2 
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Before a pack of deep-mouth'd luſts I fle; 
O, they have fingled out my panting heart, 
And wanton C, pid, fitting in the tree, 
Hath pierc'd my boſom with a flaming dart; 
My ſoul being ſpent, for retuge ſeeks to thee, 
But cannot find where thou my refuge art: 
Like as the ſwift- foot hart doth wounded fly 
To the deſired ſtreams, ev'n ſo do I 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I mult find, or die. 


4 


At length, by flight, I over-went the pack ; 
Thou drew'ſt the wanton dart from out my wound; 
The blood that follow'd, left a purple track, 
Which brought a ſerpent, but in ſhape « hound; 
We ſtrove, he bit me ; but thou brak'it his back, 
I lett him grov'ling on th' envenom'd ground: 
But as the ſerpent- bitten hart doth fly 
To the long long'd-for ſtreams, ev'n ſo do I 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I muſt find, or dic, 


3 
If luft ſhould chaſe my ſoul, made ſwift by fright, 


Thou art the ſtream, whereto my ſoul is bound: 
Or if a jav'lin wound my ſides in flight, 
Thou art the balſam that muſt cure my wound : 
In poiſon chance t'infeſt my ſoul in fight, 
Thou art the treacle that muſt make me found : 
Ev'n as the wounded hart, emboſt, doth fly 
To th' ſtreams extreamly long'd-tor, ſo do l 


| Pant after thee, my God, whom J mult find or die. 
| S. CYRIL 


Book 5. Emblems, - 291 
S. CYRIL. lib. 5. in Joh. cap. 10. | 


0 precons water, which quencheth the noiſom thirſt 
of this world, ſcoureth all the ſtains of ſinners, that 
eatererh the earth of our ſouls with heavenly ſhowers, 
and bringeth back the thirſty hears of man to his only 
60 „ +54 (5359 ” bi Lax 


S. AUG UST. Soliloqu. cap. 3. 727 


0 ſountdiꝝ f life, and vein of living waters, when 
all I leave this forſaken, impaſſible, and any carth, 
and taſte the waters of thy ſweetneſs, that I may be- 
hols rhy virtue and thy glory, and flake my thirſt 
wth ihe fireams of thy mercy ! Lord, I thirſt, thou 
art the ſpring of liſe, ſatisfy me: I thirſt, Lord, I 
thirſt afrer thee the living Ged ! | 


E PIG. 11. 
The arrow-ſmitten hart, deep wounded, flies 
To th' ſprings, with water in his weeping eyes: 
Heav'n is thy ſpring : if Satan's fiery dart 
Pierce thy faint fides ; do ſo, my wounded heart. 
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XII. 
PSALM 42. 1. 
When ſhall I come and appear before God? 


WH is my ſoul the better to be tin'd 

With holy fire? what boots it to be coin'd 
With heav'n's own ſtamp ? what vantage can there be 
To ſouls of heav n- deſcended pedigree, 
More than to beaſts that grovel ? are not they 
Fed by the Almighty's hand? and ev'ry day, 
Fill'd with his bleffings too? do they not ſee 
God in his Creatures, as direct as we? 
Do they not taſte thee ? hear thee ? nay what ſenſe 
ls not partaker of thine excellence? 
What more do we? alaſs ! what ſerves our reaſon, 
But, like dark lanthorns, to accompliſh treafon 
With greater cloſeneſs ? it affords no light, 
Brings thee no nearer to our purblind fight : 
No pleaſure riſes up the leaſt degree, 
Great God, but in the clearer view of thee :. 
What priv'lege more than ſenſe hath reaſon then? 
What vantage is it to be born a man? 
How often hath my patience built, dear Lord, 
Vain tow'rs of hope upon thy gracious word ? 
How often hath thy hope-reviving grace 
Wo'od my ſuſpicious eyes to ſeek thy face? 
How often have I ſought thee ? O how long 
Hath expectation taugut my perfect tongue 
Repeated pray'rs, yet pray'rs could ne er obtain; 
In vain I ſeek thee, al L beg in vain: 
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If it be high preſumption to behold 

Thy face, why didſt thou make mine eyes ſo bold 
To ſeek it? if that object be too bright 

For man's aſpect, why did thy lips invite 

Mine eye t' expect it? if it might be ſeen, 

Why is this envious curtain drawn between 

My darken'd eye and it? O tell me, wh 

Thou doſt command the thing thou dolt deny ? rh 
Why doſt thou give me ſo unpriz'd a treaſure, ö 
And then deny'ſt my greedy ſoul the pleaſure 
To view my gift? alaſs! that gift is void, {4s 
And is no gift, that may not be enjoy'd : 

If thoſe — . beams of heav'n's great light 

Guild not the day, what is the — a night ? ( 
The drowzy ſhepherd ſleeps, flow'rs droop and fade; ſei 


The birds are ſullen, and the beaſt is ſad : 25 
But if bright Tetan dart his 2 ray, . 47 
And with his riches glorify the day, 


The jolly ſhepherd pipes; flow'rs freſhly ſpring ; 
The bealls — 5 —.—. and the birds - 24, BH 
Thou art my ſun, great God! O when ſhall I 
View the full beams of thy meridian eye ? 

Draw, draw this fleſhly curtain, that denies 

The gracious preſence of thy glorious eyes ; 

Or give me faith; and by the eye of grace, 

I ſhall behold thee, though not face to face. 


S. AUGUST. 


c 6, 
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8. AUGUST. in Pal. 39. 


To created all things is better than all things: 
who beautificd all things is more beautiful than all 
things : ach made ftreygth 15 ſironger than all things: 
who made great things is greater than all things: 
whatſoever thou loveſt, he is that to thee: learn to 
ede the workman in his work, the Creator in his 
creature: Let not that which was made by him Foſ- 
{eſs rhee, leſt thou loſe him by whom thy ſelf was made. 


S. AUGUST. Med. cap. 37. 


0 thou moſt ſweet, moſt gracious, moſt amiable, moſt 
fer, when ſha 1 ſee thee? when ſhall I be ſatisfied 
with thy beauty ? when wilt thou lead me from this 
«ark dungeon, that I may confeſs thy name? 


E PIG 14 . 
How art thou ſhaded in this veil of night, | 
Behind thy curtain fleſh? thou ſceſt no light, | 
But what thy pride doth challenge as her own ; 
Thy fleſh is high ; Soul, take this curtain down. 
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XIII. 


PSALM 55. 6. 


0 that 1 had the wings of a dove, for then 
IJ would fly away and be at reſt ! 


AN D am I ſworn a dunghil-ſlave for ever 
3. To earth's baſe drudg'ry ? ſhall I never find 
A night of reft ? ſhall my indentures never 
Be cancel'd ? did injugious nature bind 
My foul earth's prentice, with no clauſe to leave her? 
No day of freedom ? muſt I ever grind? 
O that I had the pinions of a dove, | 
That I might quit my bands, and ſoar above, | 
And pour my Juſt complaints before the great Zehove ! - 


2 
How happy are the doves that have the pow's 
When eber they pleaſe, to ſpread their airy wings 
Or cloud-dividing eagles that can tow'r bo 
Above the ſcent of theſe inferior things! 
How happy is the lark, that ev'ry hour 
Leaves earth, and then for joy mounts up and fings! 
Had my dull ſoul but wings as well as they, 


How would I ſpring from earth, and clip away, 
As wiſe Aſtræa did, and ſcorn this ball of clay! 


0 


„ And heav'n's bleſt Kingdom find, and heav'n's bleſt King 
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Book 6, 


3 


O how my ſoul would ſpurn this ball of clay, 
And loath the dainties of earth's paintul pleaſure! 
O how I'd laugh to ſee men night and my 
Turmoil to gain that traſh, they call their treaſure! 
O how I'd ſmile to ſee what plots they lay 
Tocatch a blaſt, or own a ſmile from Ceſar ! 
Had I the pinions of a mounting dove, 
How would I ſoar and fing, and hate the love 
Of tranſitory toys, and feed on joys above ! 


4 | bi 


There ſhould I find that everlaſting pleaſure, (not; IM /! 
Which change removes not, and which chance prevents 
There ſhould I find that everlaſting treaſure, 
Waich force deprives not, fortune diſaugments not ; 

There ſhould I find that everlaſting Ceſar, 
Whoſe hand recalls not, and whoſe heart repents not; 

Had I the pinions of a clipping dove, 

How = climb the skies, and hate the love 
Of tranſitory toys, and joy in things above! 


* 


No rank-mouth'd ſlander there ſhall give offence, 
Or blaſt our blooming names, as here they do; 
No liver-ſcalding luſt ſhall there incenſe | 
Our boiling veins; there is no Cupid's bow: 
Lord, give my ſoul the milk-white innocence 
Of doves, and I ſhall have their pinnions too : 
Had I the pinions of a clipping dove, 
How I would quit this earth, and ſoar above, 


( Fehove. 


8. AUGUST. 


My A —- 
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8. AUGUST. in Pfal. 138. 


What wings ſpould I deſire, but the two precepts of 
love, on which the law and the prophets depend! O 
if I conld obtain theſe wings, IT could fly from thy face 
to thy face, from the face of thy juſtice, to the face of 
thy mercy : let us find thoſe wings by love, which we 
have loſt by tuft. 


S. AUGUST. in Pfal. 76. 


Let ns caſt off whatſoever hindreth, entangleth, or 
buracneth our flight, until we attain that which ſa- 
risfeth ; beyond which nothing is; beneath which all 

t; WM ings are; of which all things are. 
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Tell me, my wiſhing ſoul, did'ſt ever try 
How faſt the wings of red-croſt faith can fly? 
„ by begg'ſt thou then the pinions of a dove? 
I. Faith's wings are ſwifter, but the ſwifteſt, love. 
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XIV. 


PSALM 84. 1. 


Hi amiable are thy tabernacles, O Ged of 
Hoſts ! 


- 


Ncient of days, to whom all times are Now, 
Before whoſe glory ſeraphims do bow 
Their bluſhing cheeks, and veil their blemiſh'd faces, 

That, uncontain'd, at once do'ſt fill all places; 

How glorious, O how far beyond the height 

Of puzzled quills, or the obtuſe conceit 

Ot fleſh and blood, or the too flat reports 

Of mortal tongues, are thy expreſlefs courts ! 

Whoſe glory to paint forth with greater art, 

Raviſh my fancy, and inſpire my heart; 

Excuſe my bold attempt, and pardon me 

For ſhewing ſenſe, what faith alone ſhould ſee. 

Ten thouſand millions, and ten thouſand more 

Of angel-meaſur'd leagues, from the eaſtern ſhore 
Of dungeon- earth, his glorious palace ſtands, 

Before whoſe pearly gates ten thouſand ban 

Of armed angels wait to entertain . 
Thoſe purged ſouls, for which the lamb was ſlain; 
Whoſe guiltleſs death and voluntary yielding 

Of * giv'n life, gave the brave courts her building; 
The luke warm blood of this dear lamb, being ſpilt, 
To rubies turn d, whereof her poſts were built; 
And what dropp'd down in a kind gelid gore, 
Did turn rich ſapphires, and did pave her floor: 
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The brighter flames, that from his eye-ball ray'd, 
Grew Chryſolites, whereof her walls were made: 
The milder glances ſparkled on the ground, 
And ground 12 ev'ry door with diamond; | 
But dying, darted upwards, and did fix 

A battlement of pureit Sardonyx. 
Her ſtreets with burniſh'd gold are paved round, 
Stars lie like pebbles ſcatter d on the ground; 
Pearl mixt with Onyx, and the Jaſper ſtone, 
Made gravel'd cauſeways to be trampled on. 
There ſhines no ſun by day, no moon by night ; 
The palace glory is, the palace light : 
There is no time to 10 motion by, 
There time is {wallow'd in eternity: 
Wry-mouth diſdain, and corner-hunting luſt, 
And twy-fac'd fraud, and beetle-brow'd diſtruſt, 
Soul boiling rage, and trouble-ſtate ſedition, 
And giddy doubt, and goggle-ey'd ſuſpicion, 
And lumpiſh ſorrow, and degen'rous fe | 
Are baniſh'd thence, and death's a ſtranger there: 
But fimple love, and ſempiternal joys, 
Whoſe ſweetneſs never gluts, nor tulneſs cloys ; 
Where face to face our raviſh'd eye ſhall ſee 


Great ELOHIM, that glorious One in Three, 
And Three in One, and ſeeing him ſhall bleſs him, 
And blefling, love him, and in love poſſeſs him. 
Here ſtay, my ſoul, and raviſh'd in relation, 

The words being ſpent, ſpend now in contemplation. 


S. GREG 


Kook 5. Emblems. ET” 303 
8. GREG. in Pſal. 7. pœnitent. 


Sweet Feſus, the word of the father, the brightneſs 
of paternal glory, whom angels delight to view, teach 
me ro do thy will; that led bythy good ſpirit, I may 
come to that bleſſed city, where day is eternal, where 
there is certain ſecurity, and ſecure eternity, and eter- 
ul peace, ana peaceful happineſs, and happy feweetneſs, 
and ſeweet pleaſure ; where thou, O Gad, with the 
Father and the holy Spirit, liveſt and reigneſt world 
without end. | ; \ 
| Ibidem. | a. 


There is light without darkneſs ; joy without grief; 
tre without puniſoment; love without ſadneſs ; ſa- 
ety v1thout loathing ; ſafety without fear ; health 
without diſeaſe; and life without death. 
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EPIG. 14 
My ſoul, pry not too nearly ; the complexion 
Of $0/'s bright face is ſeen by the reflection: (what 
But would'ſt thou know what's heav'n? Þ ll tell thee 
Think what thou canſt not think, and heay'n is that.. 
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Emblems. 30 5 5 
XV. 


CANTICLES 8. 14. 


Make haſte my beloved, and be like the roe, or 
the young hart upon the mountains of ſpices. 


(30 gentle tyrant, go; thy flames do pierce 
My ſoul to deep; thy flames are too too fierce ; 
My marrow melts, my W ſpirits fry 
 th' torrid zone of thy meridian eye: 
Away, away, thy ſweets are too 5 
Turn, turn thy e. thy fires are too conſuming: 
Haſte hence, and let thy winged ſteps out- go 
The frighted rae-buck, and bis flying roe. 
But wilt thou leave me then? O thou, that art 
Life of my ſoul, ſoul of my dying heart, 
Without the ſweet aſpect of whole fair eyes, 
My foul doth languiſh, and her ſolace dies? 
Art thou ſo eas'ly woo'd? ſo apt to hear 
The trantick language of my fooliſh fear? 
Leave, leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me; 
Look, look upon me, though thine eyes o'ercome me, 
U how they wound! but how my wounds content me 
How ſweetly theſe delightful pains torment me 
How am I tortur'd in exceſſive meaſure 
Of pleaſing cruelties! too cruel treaſure ! 
urn, turn away, remove thy ſcorching beams 
anguiſh with theſe — extreams: 


O 2 Haſte 
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| Haſte then, and let thy winged Reps out-go 
The flying roe-buck, and his frighted roe. 


Turn back, my dear; O let my raviſh'd eye Fe 
Once more behcld thy tace before thou uy 3 unte 
What, ſhall we part without a mutual kiſs ? Wt 
O who can leave ſo ſweat a face as this? ee 
Look full upon me; for my ſoul deſires oth 


Ta turn a holy martyr in thoſe fires : | 
O leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me; 
Look, look upon me, though thy flames o'ercome m 

If thou — the ſun-ſhine of thine eye, 

I freeze to death; and if it ſhine, I fry ; 

Which, like a fever, that my ſoul hath got, 

Makes me to-burn too cold, or freeze too hot: 

Alas! I cannot bear ſo ſweet a ſmart, 

Nor canſt thou be leſs glorious than thou art. 
Haſte then, and let thy winged ſteps out- go 
The frighted roe-buck, and his flying roe : 

But go not far beyond the reach of breath; 

Too large a diſtance makes another death: 

My youth is in herſpring ; autumnal vows 

Will make me riper for ſo ſweet a fpouſle ; 

When after-times have burniſh'd my defire, 

I' ſhoot thee flames for flames and fire for fire. 

O leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me; 
Look, look upon me, though thy flames o'ercome m 
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Autor ſcalæ Paradiſi. Tom. 9. Aug. cap. 8. 


Fear not, O bride, nor deſpair ; think not thy ſelf 
menned f thy bridegroom withdraw his face a while : 
things co-operate for the beſt: both from his ab- 
nce, and His preſence thou gaineſt light: he cometh 
0 thee, and he goeth from thee: be cometh, to make 
hee conſolate; he goerh, to make thee cautions, leſt 
by ab1n4ant conſolation puff thee up: he cometh, that 
by ianguifhing ſoul may be comforted ; be goeth, leſt 
us ſfamiliarity ſhould be contemned ; and being ab[*::t 
be more aefired ; ana being deſired, to he more ear- 


ſly ſorght : and being long ſought, to be more accefp- 
ly found. | 
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My foul, ſin's monſter, whom with greater eaſe 
Ten thouſand fold, thy God could make than pleaſe, 


7 


U hat would'ſt thou have? nor pleas'd with ſun, nor ſhade? 
Heav'n knows not what to make of what he made. 
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the FAREWELLT. 
| REV. 2. 10. 
. thou faithful unto death, and J will giv 
thee the crown of life, 


I 
B: faithful, Lord, what's that? 
elieve : Tis eaſie to believe; but what? 
That he whom thy hard heart hath wounded 
And whom thy ſcorn hath ſpit upon, 
Harh paid thy fine, and bath compounded, 
For theſe foul deeds thy hands have done 
Believe that he whoſe gentle palms 
Thy needle-pointed fins havę nail'd, 
Hath born thy laviſh load (of alms) 
And made ſupply where thou haſt fld 
Did ever mis'ry find ſo ſtrange relief? * 
lt is a love too ſtrange for man's belief. 


a | 2 | 
Believe that he whoſe ſide a 
Thy crimes have pierc'd with their rebellions, dy'd 
To fave thy guilty ſoul from dying | 
Ten thouſand horrid deaths, from whence 
There was no ſcape, there was no flying, 
But th rough his deareſt blood's expence 
Believe, -his . ſriend requires 
No other thanks for all his pain, 
But ev'n the truth of weak deſires, 
And for his love, but love again: 
Did ever mis'ry find fo true a friend? 
[tis a love too vaſt to comprehend. ' 
; 
With floods of tears baptize 
And drench theſe dry, theſe unregen rate eyes; 


Q:4, Lord 


—— —„ꝛ᷑x ery ae 
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Lord, whet my dull, my blunt belief, 
And break this fleſhly rock in ſunder, 
That from this heart, this hell of grief, 
May ſpring a heav'n of love and wonder: 
Oif thy mercies will remove | 
And melt this lead from my belief, 
My grief will then refine my love, 
- My love will then refreſh my prief : 
Then weep, mine eyes, as he hath bled ; vouchſafe 
To drop for ev'ry drop an epitaph. 
+ 5 
But is the crown of glory, 
The wages of a lamentable ſtory? 
Or can ſo great a purchaſe riſe 
From a ſalt humour? can mine eyes 
Run faſt enough t' obtain this prize? 
If ſo, Lord, who's ſo mad to die? 
Thy tears are trifles; thou muſt do: 
Alas! I cannot then endeavour: 
I will ; but will a tug or two 
| Suffice the turn? thou muſt perſever: 
I'll ſtrive till death; and ſhall my feeble ſtrife 
Pe crown'd ? I'll crown it with a crown of life. 


| 3 
But is there ſuch a dearth 
That thou muſt buy, what is thy due by birth? 
He whom thy hands did form of duſt, 
And give him breath upon condition, 
To love his great creator; muſt 
He now be ghine by compoſition? 
Art thou a gracious God and mild, 
Or head- ſtrong man rebellious rather? 
O, man's a baſe rebellious child, 
And thou a very gracious father: 
The gift is thine ; we ſtrive, thou crown'ſt our ſtriſe; 
Thou giv'ſt us faith: and faith a crown of life. | 
| TVI 
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The Mind of the Frontiſpiece. 


This bubble's man: hope, fear, falſe joy and trouble, E 
Are thoſe four winds _ daily toſs this bubble. 
En 5; | 
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CO OLE eee 


To the Right Honourable, 


Bothin BLOOD and VIRTUE, 


And moſt Accompliſh'd Lady, 


M AR FT 
Counteſs of DORSET, 


Lady Governeſs to the Moſt Illuſtrious, 


CHARLES. 


PRINCE ok GREAT-BRITAIN, 


AND 


JAMES 
DUKE of TO RR. 


Excellent Lady, 


Preſtnt theſe Tapers to burn under the 
ſafe OE of your Honourable Name . 


4 I preſume, thy ſtand ſecure from the | 


Damps of Ignorance, .and Blaſts of. a * 
Tt: | | 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
It is a ſmall part of that abundant Service 
which my thankful Heart oweth your incom- 
parable Goodneſs. Be pleaſed to honour it 
with your noble Acceptance, which ſhall be 
nothing but what your own efteem ſhall make 
24. 


MADAM, 
Your Ladyſhip's 
Moſt Humble Servant, 


Fra. Ruarle, 


lex, 


70 


To the READER. 


F you are ſatisfied with my Emblems, I 
here ſet before you a ſecond Service. It 
an Ag yptian Diſh, dreſs d on the Engliſh 
Faſhion: They, at their Feaſts, uſed to 
preſent a Death's- Head at their ſecond 
Courſe : This will ſerve for both. You 
need not fear a Surfeit : Here is but little, 
and that light of Digeſtion : If it but pleaſe . 
your Palate, I queſtion not your Stomach : 
Fall to, and much good may it do you. 


Convivio addit Minerval. Z.B. © 


Rem, Regem, Regimen, Regionem, Religionem, MW 
Exornat, celebrat, laudat, honorat, amat. t 
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Hieroglyph. IJ. 317 
PSALM 51. 5. 


Behold J was ſhapen in iniquity, and in fin 
did my mother conceive me. 


M AN is man's A. B. C. There's none that can 
Read God aright, unleſs he firſt ſpell man: 
Man is the ſtairs whereby his knowledge climbs 
To his creator, though it oftentimes | | 
dtumbles for want of light, and ſometimes trips 
For want of careful heed ; and ſometimes ſlips 
Through unadviſed haſte ; and when at length _ 
His weary Reps have reach d the top, bis ſtrength 
Oft fails to ſtand ; his giddy. brains turn round. 
And Phaeton like, falls headlong to the ground : | 
Theſe ſtairs are often dark, and full of danger 
To him, whom want of practice makes a ſtranger 
To this blind way, the lamp of nature lends 
But a falſe light, and lights to her own ends. 
Theſe be the ways to heav'n, theſe paths require 
A light that ſprings from that diviner fire, 
Whoſe human ſoul enlightning ſun beams dart 
Through the bright crannies of th' immortal part. 
And here, thou great original of light | 
Whoſe bees beams do unbenight 
The very ſoul of darkneſs, and untwiſt 
The clouds of ignorance, do thou aſſiſt 
My feeble quill ; reflect thy ſacred rays 
Upon theſe lines, that they may light the ways 
That lead to thee ; ſo guide my heart, my hand, 
That I may do what others underſtand. 
Let my heart practiſe what my hand ſhall write; 


Till then, I am a Taper wanting Ight. 


This 
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This golden precept, Know thy ſelf, came doun 
From heav'n's bigh court: it was an art unknown 
To fleſh and blood. The men of nature took 
Great journies in it : Their dim eyes did look 
But through the miſt ; like pilgrims, they did ſpend 
Their idle ſteps, but knew no journy's 

The way to know thy ſelf, is firſt to caſt 
Thy frail beginning progreſs, and thy laſt : 

This is the ſum of man, but now return 

And view this taper ſtanding in this urn. 

Behold her ſubſtance ſordid and impure, 

Uſeleſs and vain, and (wanting light) obſcure : 
Tis but a ſpan at longeſt, nor can laſt 

Beyond that ſpan ; ordain'd and made to waſte ; 
Ev'n ſuch was man (before his ſoul gave light 
To this vile ſubſtance) a meer child of night ; 
E'er he had life, eſtated in his urn, 

And mark'd for death ; by nature born to burn : 
Thus lifeleſs, lightleſs, worthleſs firſt began 
That glorious, that preſumptubus thing, call'd man; 


8. AUGUST 


ST, 


Hierogiyph. I. YI 9 
S. AUGUST. 


Conſider, O man, what thou wert before thy birth, 
and aht thou art from thy birth to thy death, and 
what thou Halt be after death : thou wert made of an 
impure ſubſtance, - clogthed and nouriſhed in thy mo- 


ther's blood. 


EPIG. 1. 
Forbear, fond taper : what thou ſeek'ſt, is fire: 
Thy own deſtruction's lodg'd in thy deſire. 
Thy wants are far more fate than their ſupply : 
He that begins to live, begins to die. 


_ Flieroglyph. II. 
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GEN. . 3. 
And God faid, let there be light ; and there 
8. was light. 
© 


TH. flame · expecting taper hath at length 
Received fire, and now begins to burn: 
lt hath no vigour yet, it hath no ſtrength; 
Apt to be puft and quencht at ev'ry turn: 

t was a gracious hand that firſt endow'd (fhroud 

This ſnuff with flame : but mark, this hand doth 

lt ſelf from mortal eyes, and folds it in a cloud. | 


2 


Tus man begins to live. An unknown flame 
Quickens his finiſh'd organs, now poſſeſt 
With motion; and which motion doth proclaim 
An active foul, though in a feeble breaſt: 
But how, and when infus'd, ask not my pen; 
Here flies a cloud before the eyes of men: 
cannot tell thee how, nor canſt thou tell me when. 


Z 


Was it a parcel of celeſtial fire, 
Infus'd by heav'n into this fleſhly mould ? 
Or was it (think you) made a ſoul entire? 
hen, was it new created? or of old? 
Or is't a propagated ſpark, rak'd out 
From nature's embers? while go about 
By reaſon to reſolve, the more we raiſe a doubt. 


8 Hieroglyph. II. 


4 


If it be a part of hat celeſtial flame, 
It muſt be ev'n as pare, as free from ſpot, 
As that eternal fountain whence it came: 
If pute and ſpotleſs, then whence came dhe blot? jp : 
It ſelf being pure, could not it ſelf defile ; | 
Nor hath unaQive matter pow'r to ſoil 
Her pure and active form, as jarrs corrupt their oil. 


5 


Or if it were created, tell me when ? 
If in the firſt ſix days, where kept till now? 
Or it thy ſoul were new-created, then 
Heav'n did not all, at firſt, he had to do: 
Six days expired, all creation ceaſt; 
All kinds, ev'n from the greateſt to the leaſt, 
Were finiſh'd and compleat before the day of reſt. 


6 


But why ſhould man, the Lord of creatures, want 
That privilege which plants and beaſts obtain? 
Beaſts bring forth beaſts, the plant a perfect plant; 
And ey'ry like brings forth her like again; 
Shall fowls and fiſhes, beaſts and plants convey 
Life to their iſſue, and man leſs than they? 
Shall theſe get living ſouls, and man dead lymps of clay, 


7 


Mult human ſouls be generated then? 

My water ebbs; behold, a rock is nigh : 

If nature's work produce the ſouls of men, 

Man's ſoul is mortal : all that's born muſt die. | 
What ſhall we then conclude ? what fun- fhine will 
Diſperſe this gloomy cloud ? till then, be till, 1 

&” vainly ſtriving thoughts; lie down, my rr _ g 
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Why doſt thou wonder, O man, at the height of the 
fars, or the depth of the ſea ; enter into thine own 
ſoul, and wonder there. | 

Thy ſoul by creation is infuſed ; by infuſion created. 
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11 hat art thou now the better by this flame? 
Thou know'ſt not how, nor when, nor whence it came: 
11. Poor kind of happineſs l that can return 
ll. 
R. So more account but this, to ſay, I burn, 
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PSALM 103. 16. 
The «oind paſſeth over it, and it i; gone. 
I 


Ne ſooner is this lighted taper ſet 
Upon the tranſitory ſtage 
Of eye-bedarkning night, 
But it is ſtrait ſubjected to the threat 
Of envious winds, whoſe waſteful rage 
Diſturbs her peaceful li ght, (bright. 
And makes her ſu ſtance 22 makes ber flames leſs 


2 


No ſooner are we born, no ſooner some 
To take poſſeſſion of this vaſt, 
This ſoul-afflicting earth, 
But danger meets us at the very womb, 
And ſorrow with her full -mouth'd blaſt 
Salutes our painful birth, | 
To put out-all our Joys, and puff mr 


— 


5. 


Nor infant i innocence, nor childiſh tears, 
Nor youthfal wit, nor manly powir, 
Nor politiek old age, 
Nor virgins pleading, nor the widows: prays, 
Nor ſowly cell, nor lofty towr 
Nor prince, nor peer, nor-pape, 
Can ſeape this common blaſt, or curb hg rage. 


Our 


——ñ — — 
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4 


Our life is but a pilgrimage of blaſts, 
And ev'ry blaſt brings forth a fear 3˙* 
And ev'ry fear a death; 
The more it lengthens! ah! the more it waſtes: 
Were, were we to continue here 
The days of long-liv'd Seth, 
Our ſorrows would renew, as we renew our breath, 


* 


Toſt too and fro, our thoughts are driv'n 
With ev'ry puff, with ev'ry tide 
Of life-conſuming care ; 
Our peaceful flame, that would point up to heav'n, 
Is ſtill diſturb'd, and turn'd afide ; 
And ev'ry blaſt of air 
Commits ſuch waſte in man as man cannot repair. 


6 
W' are all born debtors, and we firmly ſtand 
mae”, is for our firſt parents debt, 
Befides our intereſt ; 
Alas! we have no harmleſs counter-bond : 
And we are ev'ry hour beſet 


With threat'nings of arreſt, a 
And till we pay the debt, we can expect no reſt. 


7 
What may this ſorrow-ſhaken life prefent 
To the falſe reliſh of our taſte 
That's worth the name of ſweet? 
Her minute's pleaſure's choak'd with diſcagtent, Art t 
Her glory Gird with ev'ry blaſt ; | Diſtu 
How many dangers meet Hold 


0 


*/ 


de], 


r man betwixt the bigging and the winding ſheet Will t 
2 | 8. AUGUS 


” 
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In the world, not to be grieved, not to be affiifted, 
not to be in danger, is impoſſible. = 


Ibidem. 2 


Behold, the world is full of trouble, yet beloved: 
what if it awere a pleaſing world? how would'ſt thou 
d:11ght in her calms, that canſt ſo well endure ber ſtorms? 


„te 


” 


E P I G. 3. 
Art thou conſum'd with ſoul- afflicting croſſes? 
Diſturb'd with grief? annoy d with worldly loſſes? 
Hold up thy head; the taper lifted high, 
\cet ill brook the wind, when 112 tapers die. 
8 | 
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MATT HE W 9. 12. 


The ꝛubole need not the phyſician. 


2 


- 39% +. „ Ein 


A Is her brightneſs ſtill obſeur d? 
Ever dreſſing, ever topping? ' g 
Always curing, never curd?  _— 

Too much ſauffing makes a waſte ?. 
When the ſpirits ſpend too faſt, 
They will ſhrink at ev'ry blaſt. 
* 2 
You that always are .beſtowing - | 
Coſtly pains in life repairing, 
Are but always overthrowing 
Nature's work by over-carings 6 
Nature meeting with ber ſo, - 
In a work ſhe hath to-do, 
Takes a pride to over throw. 


Nature knows her own verfoflion, 
And her pride diſdains a tutor, 
Cannot ftoopto art's correction, 

And ſhe ſcorns a co-adjutor, 
Saucy art ſhould not appear 
Till ſhe whiſper in her ear: 
Hagar flees, if Sarah bear. 
\ 0 4 , 
Nature worketh for the better, 
If not hinder'd that ſhe cannot ; 
Art ſtands by as her abetter, 
Ending nothing ſhe began not; 
It diſtemper chance to ſeize 
Nature foil'd with the diſcaſe, 
Art may help _ if ſhe pleaſe 
2 


Lways prunning, always cropping EEE 


— e 
— — x 


But 
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5 
But to make a trade of trying 
Drugs and dofes, always pruning. ſuc 
Is to die for fear of dying ; ** 


He's untun'd, that's always tuning. 
He that often loves to lack 
Dear-bought drugs, hath found a knack 
To foil the man, and feed the quack. 


6 


O the ſad, the frail condition 
Of the pride of nature's glory! 
How infirm his compoſition, 
And at beſt how tranfitory ! 
When this riot doth impair 
Nature's weaknefs, then his care 
Adds more ruin by repair. 


? 


Hold thy hand, health's dear maintainer. 
Lite perchance . burn the ſtronger: 
Having ſubſtance to ſuſtain her, | 
She untouch'd, may laft the longer : 
When the artiſt goes about, 
To redreſs her flame, I doubt, 
Oftentimes he ſnuffs it out. 


ua, 
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NICOCLES. 
Phyſicians of all men are moſt happy ; what good 


{ucceſs ſoever they have, the world proclaimeth; aud 
hat. faults they commit, the earth coueretp. 
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My purſe being heavy, if my light appear 
but dim, quack comes to make all c ; 5 
Quack, leave thy trade; thy dealings are not right, 
[nou tak'ſt our weighty gold to give us light, 

3 


1 Hiereglypb. V. 
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PSALM 91. 17. 


And be will give his angels charge over thee... 


| | I: * 5 
Oker mine eyes could pleaſe themſelves, and ſpend 
Perpetual ages in this precious ſighͤgt!! 
How I could woo eternity, to lend 
My waſting Gay, an antidote for night ! 
And how my fleſh could with my fleſh contend, 
That views this object with no more delight! 
My work is great, my taper ſpends too faſt : 
Tis all I have, and ſoon would out or waſte, _ 
Did not this bleſſed ſcreen protect it from this blaſt, 


Do 2 
O, I have loft the jewel of my ſoul, 
And I muſt find it out; or I muſt die: 
Alas ! my fin-made darkneſs doth controul 
The bright endeavour of my careful eye: 
[ muſt go ſearch and ranſack ev'ry hole; 
Nor bare other light to ſeek it by: 
O if this light be ſpent, my work not done, 
My labour's worſe than loſt ; my jewel's gone, 
And J am quite forlorn, and I am quite undone. 


2 
You bleſſed angels, you that do enjoy 
The full fruition of eternal glory, 
Will you be pleas'd to fancy ſuch a toy 
As man, and quit your glorious territory, 
And ſtoop to earth, vouchſafing to employ 
Your care to guard the duſt that lies before ye? 
Diſdain you not theſe lumps of dying clay, 
That for your pains do oftentimes repay 
Neglect, if not diſdain, and ſend you griev'd away? 
P. 4. This 
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4 
This taper of our lives, that once was plac'd 4 
In the fair ſuburbs of eternity, i the 
Is now, alas! confin'd fo ev'ry blaſt, , 
And turn'd a may- pole tor the ſporting fly; ret 
And will you, ſacred ſpirits, — to cal ſw 
Your care on us, and lend a gracious eye? te 


How had this ſlender inch of taper been 
Blaſted and blaz'd, had not this heav'nly ſcreen 
Curb'd the proud blaſt, and timely ſtept between 


3 


O goodneſs, far tranſcending the report 
Of laviſh tongues! too 2 -en" WE ! 
Amazed quill, how far doſt thou come ſhort 
1 ' expreſs expreſſions that ſo far tranſcend l 
You bleſſed courtiers of th' eternal court, 
Whoſe full-mouth'd hellelujahs have no end, 
Receive that world of praiſes that belongs 
To your great foy'reign ; fill your _ 
With our hoſanna's mix'd with your ſeraphick ſongs. 


8. BERN. T} 
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Tf thou deſireſt the help of angels, fly the comforts 0 
* 45 Yi the 2 2 the devil. a 
He will give his angels charge over thee. O what 
reverence, what love, what confidence deſerveth ſo 
ſweet 8 ovine? for their preſence, reverence z for 


their good will, love; for their tuition, confidence. 


| EPIG 5. 
My flame, art thou diſturb'd, diſeas'd and driv'n 
To death with ſtorms of grief? point thou to heav'n: 
One angel there ſhall eaſe thee more alone, 
Than thrice as many thouſands of thy own, 


, ; 3 


* 4 * 
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Hieroglyph. VI. 
ECCLESIASTES 3. 1. 
To every thing there is an appointed time. 


337 


* 
7 Fe. Death. 
Time. PEbold the frailty 'of this Minder ſauff ; 
Alas! it hath 10 long to laſt; 
Without the help of either thief or puff, 
Her weakneſs knows the way to waſte: 
Nature hath made her ſubſtance apt enough - 
To ſpend it ſelf, and ſpend too fall: 
It needs the help ot none 
That is ſo prone 
To laviſh out nowuck'd, and languiſh all alone... 


2 
Death. Time hold thy peace, and ſhake thy ſlow-pac'd 
Thine idle minutes make no way: > nd; 
Thy glaſs exceeds her hour, or elſe doth ſtand, 
cannot hold, I cannot ſtay- 
Surceaſe thy pleading, and enlarge my hand, 
I-ſurfeit-with tao long delay: 
This brisk, this bold fac'd light 
Doth burn too bright; 
Darkneſs adorns my throne, my day is darkeſt night; 


Time, Great drince of dirkneſs hold thy needleſs hand; 
Thy captive's faſt and cannot flee : 
What arm can reſcue ? who can countermand ? 
What pow'r can ſet thy pris'ner free ? 
Or if they could, what cloſe, what foreign land 
Can hide that head that flees from thee ? 
But if her harmleſs light 
Offend thy fight, . (at night? 
What need*{t thou ſnatch at noon, what will be thine 
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Death. I have out- ſtaid my patience; my quick trade 
Grows dull, and makes too flow return: 
This long-liv'd debt isdue, and ſhould been paid 
When Fr her flame began to burn : 
But I have ſtaid too long, I have delay'd 
To ſtore my vaſt, my craving urn. 
My patent gives me pow'r 
Each day, each hour, ly (tow r. 
To ſtrike the peafant's thatch, and ſhake the prince- 


5 


Time. Thou count'ſt too faſt : thy patent gives no pow'r 
Till Time ſhall pleaſe to ſay, Amen (hour? 
Death. Canſt thou appoint my ſhaft? Time. Or thou my 
Dearh.*Tis I bid, do. Time. Tis I bid when; h 

Alas! thou canſt not make the pooreſt flow'r 

To hang the drooping head till then : 
Thy ſhafts can neither kill, 

Nor ftrike, until (will. 
My power gives them wings, and pleaſure arms thy 


S. AUGUST. 
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Thou 'knoweſt not what time he will come: wait 
always, that becauſe thou knoweſt not the time of his 
coming, thou mayeſt be prepared againſt the time he 
cometh. And for this perchaxce, thou knoweſt not the 
time, becauſe thou mayeſt be prepared againſt all times. 


EPIG. 6. 
Expect, but fear not death: death cannot kill, 
Till time, (that firſt mult ſeal her patent) will: 
Would'ſt thou live long keep time in high eſteem; 
Whom gone, if thou canſt not recall, redeem. 
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His light ſhall be dark, and bis candle ſhall 
be put out. | 


- . 
WH ails our taper ? is her luſtre fled, 
Or foil'd ? what dire diſaſter bred 
This change, that thus ſhe veils her drooping head 7. 


- | 2 
It was but very now ſhe ſhin'd as fair 


As Venus ſtar ; her glory might compare 
With Cynthia, burniſh'd with her brother's hair. 


| ng. IT} 
There was no cave-begotten damp that mought 
Abuſe her beams; no wind that went about 
To break her peace ; no puff to put her out. 


Lift up thy wond'ring thoughts, and thou ſhalt ſpy 
A cauſe will clear thy doubts, but cloud thine eye: 
Subjects muſt yeil, when as their ſov'reign's by. 


13 e F- ie | 
Canſt thou behold bright Phoebus, and thy fight. 
No whit impair'd? the object is too bright; 
The weaker yields-unto the ſtronger light. 

76 6 
Great God, I am thy taper, thou my ſun; 
From thee, the ſpring of light, my light begun 3 
Yet if thy light but ſhine, my light is done. 


7 
If thou withdraw thy light, my light-will ſhine, 
If thine appear, how poor a light is mine? 
My light is darkneſs if compar'd to thine, * 
y 
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The ſun· beams are too ſtrong for my weak eye: 
If thou but ſhine, how nothing, Lord, am I! 
Ah! who can ſee thy viſage and not die? 

| Wo 
If intervening earth ſhould ſhould make a night, 


My wanton flame would then ſhine forth too bright; 


My earth would ev'n preſume t' eclipſe thy light. 
| 10 
And if thy light be ſhadow'd, and mine fade, 


If thine be dark, and my dark light decay'd, 
I ſhould be cloathed with a double ſhade. 


11 


What ſhall I do? O what ſhall I deſire? 
What help can my diſtracted thoughts require, 
That thus am waſted *twixſt a double fire? 


Iz 
In what a ſtrait, in what a ſtrait am 1? 
Twixt two extreams how my rackt fortunes lie? 
See I thy face, or ſee it not, I die, 
O let the ſteams of my redeemer's blood, 


That breath's from my ſick foul, be made a cloud, 


To interpoſe theſe lights, and be my ſhroud. 


I4 
Lord, what am I? or what's the light I have? 
May it but light my aſhes to their grave, 
And fo from thence to thee ; tis all I crave. 


15 
O make my light, that all · the world may ſee 
Thy glory by't: if not, it ſeems to me 
Honour enough to be put out by thee. 
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O light inacceſſible, in reſpect of «which my light is 
utter darkneſs ; ſo reflef upon my weakneſs, that all 
the world may behold thy ſtrength : O majeſty incom- 

rehenſible, in reſpect of which my glory is mere ſhame : 
ſo ſpine upon my miſery, that all the world may behold 


thy glory. 


4 
” — 8 


EPI G. 5. 
Wilt thou complain, becauſe thou art bereav'n 
Of all thy light? wilt thou vie lights with heav'n? 
Can thy bright eye not brook the daily light? 
Take heed: I fear thou art a child of night. 
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Hieroglyph. VIII. 345 
MATTHEW 5. 16. | 


Let your light fo ſhine, that men ſeeing your 
good works may glarify your father whieh 


1s 1n heaven. 


1 4 | | 
AS it for this the breath of heav'n was blown 
Into the noſtrils of this heav'nly creature ? 
Was it for this, that ſacred Three in One 
Conſpir'd to make this quinteſſence of nature? 
Did heav'nly providence intend _ 
So rare a fabrick ho ſo poor an end. 


| Ry Ru 
Was man, the higheſt maſter- piece of nature, 
The curious abſtract of the whole creation, 
Whoſe ſoul was copied from his great creator; 
Made to give light, and ſet for obſervation, 
Ordain d for this? to ſpend his light 
In a dark - lantern cloiſter d up in night? 
Tell me, recluſe monaſtick, can it be 
A diſadvantage to thy beams to ſhine ? 
A thouſand tapers may gain light from thee: «. 
Is thy light leſs or worſe for light ning mine? 
If wanting light, I ſtumble, ſhall 
Thy darkneſs not be guilty of my fall? 


4 ; 
Why doft thou lurk fo cloſe ? is it for fear 
Some buſy eye ſhould pry into thy flame, 
And ſpy a thief, or elſe ſome blemiſh there? 
Or ng ſpy'd, ſhrink'ſt thou thy head for ſhame ? 
Come, come, fond taper, ſhine but clear, 


Thou need ſt not ſhrink for ſhame, nor ſhroud for fear. 
Rememe - 


346 Hieroglyph. VIII. 


5 
Remember, O remember, thou wert ſect 
For men to ſee the great creator by; 01 
Thy flame is not thine own: it is a debt g1 


Thou ow'ſt thy Maſter. And wilt thou deny 
To pay the int'reſt of thy light? 
And skulk in corners, and play leaſt in fight? 


6 mM 


Art thou afraid to truſt thy eaſy flame 
To the injurious waſte of fortune's puff? 
Ah! coward, rouſe, and quit thy ſelf for ſhame : 
Who dies in ſervice, hath liv'd long enough: 
Who ſhines, and makes no eye partaker, 
Uſurps himſelf, and cloſely robs his maker. 


2 


Make not thy ſelf a pris'ner, that art free: 
Why doſt turn thy palace to a jail ? 
Thou art an eagle: and befits it thee 
To live immured like a —_— ſnail ? 
Let toys ſeek corners; things of coſt 
Gain worth by view: hid jewels are but loſt. 


i 8 
* 
4 


My God, * light is dark enough at lighteſt, 
Encreaſe her flame, and give her ſtrength to ſhine : 
"Tis frail at beſt; tis dim enough at brighteſt; 


But tis his glory to be foil'd by thine : A | 
Let others lurk ; my light ſhall be 5 


Propos'd to all men; and by them to thee. nd 
| { . 8. B E RN. Co 


Hieroglypb. VIII. 347 


S. BERN. 


Tf thou be one of the fooliſh virgins, the congregati- 
on 15 neceſſary for thee ; if thou be one of the wiſe vir - 
gins, thou art neceſſary for the congregation. 


HUGO. 


Monaſticks make cloyſters to inclo ſe the outward 
man : 2 to God they would do the like to re- 
train the inward man. | 


EPIG. 8. 
Afraid of eyes? what, (till play leaſt in fight ? 
Tis much to be preſum'd all is not right: 
I Too cloſe endeavours bring forth dark events: 
N. Come forth, monaſtick ; here's no parliaments, 
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Hierghph. 1X. 


Ut Luna Infantia torpet. 354. 
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Hieroglyph. IX. 349 


JOB 14. 2. 
He cometh forth like a flower, and is cut down. 


1 
Diebold 
How ſhort a ſpan 
Was long enough of old 
To meaſure out the life of man; 
In thoſe well temper'd days! his time was then 
Survey'd, caſt up, and found butthreeſcore years and ten. 


2 
Alas ! 
And what is that? 
They come, and ſlide, and paſs, 
Before my pen can tell thee what. | 
The poſts of time are ſwift, which having run 
Their ſev n ſhort ſtages o er, their ſhort- liv d task is done. 


1 
Our days 
Begun we lend 
_ 'o0o fleep, to antick plays 
And toys, until the firſt ſtage end: 

12 waining moons, twice 5 times told, we give 
To unrecover'd loſs: we rather breath than live. 
4 

Me ſpend 
A ten Lo breath 
Phefore we apprehend 
What tis to live or fear a death: | 
Our childiſh dreams are fill'd with painted joys, 


Which pleaſe our ſenſe a while, and waking, po 
be” | _ (rays. oF 


f, ö 
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How vain 
How wretched is 
Poor man, that doth remain 
A ſlave to ſuch a ſtate as this! 
His days are ſhort, at longeſt ; few, at moſt : 
They are but bad, at beſt ; yet laviſh'd out, or loſt, 


68 


T hey be 
The ſecret ſprings 
That make onr minutes flee 
On wheels more iwiſt than eagle's wings: 
Our life's a clock, and ev'ry gaſp of breath 
Breaths forth a warning grief, till time ſhall a a 
(death. 


7 


How ſoon 
Our new-born light 
Attains to full-ag'd noon ! 
And this, how ſoon to grey-hair'd night! 
We ſpring, we bud, we bloflom, and we blaſt 
E'er we can count our days, our days they flee fo faſt. 


1-8 


T hey end 
When ſcarce begun ; 
And e'er we apprehend 
That we begin to live, our life is done: 
Man, count thy days; and if they fly too faſt 
For thy dull thoughts to count, count ey'ry day the 2 


e 2 
ith. 


aft. 


Out 


Hieroglyph. IX. 351 


Our infancy is conſumed in eating and ſleeping ; in 
all which time, what aiffer we from beaſts, but by a 
poſſibility of reaſon, and a neceſſity of ſin? 

O miſery of mankinga, in whow no ſooner the image 
of God appeareth in the aft of his reaſon, but the 
devil blurs it iu the corruption of his will ! 
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EPI GK 
Jo the decrepit man. 
Thus was the firſt ſeventh part of thy few days 
Conſum'd in ſleep, in food, in toyiſh plays: 


Know'ſt thou what tears thine eyes imparted then 
Review thy loſs, and * o'er agen. 


354 Hieroglupb. X. 
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His downy cheeks grew proud, and now diſdlains 
The tutor's hand; | 
He glories to command 
The proud-neck'd ſteed with prouder reins : 
The ftrong-breath'd horn muſt now ſalute his ear 
with the glad downfal of the falling deer | 


6 


His quick-nos'd army, with their deep-mouth'd ſounds, 


Muſt now prepare 
To chaſe the tim'rous hare, 
About his yet unmortgag'd grounds; 
The ill he hates, is counſel and delay; 
And fears no miſchief but a rainy-day. 


7 


The thought he takes, is how to take no thought 
For bale nor bliſs ; 
And late repentance is 
The laſt dear pen'worth that he bought : 
He is a dainty motning, and he may, 
If luſt o'ercaſt him not, be as fair a day. 


8 


Proud bloſſom, uſe hy time: time's head-ſtrong horſe 
Will po away. 4 11 X 
Truſt not the foll'wing day 
For ev'ry day brings forth a worſe : 
Take time at beſt: believe't, thy days will fall 
From good to bad, from bad to worſt of all. 


8. AMB R OS. 
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Hierogiypb. X. 355 


S. AM BR Os. 


Humility rs a rare thing in a young man, therefore 
ts be nd mired : when youth 1s vigorous, when ſtrength 


is rm, when bloc is hot, when cares are ſtrangers, 
when mirih is free, then pride ſevelleth, and humility. 
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EPI G. 10. 
rſe | To the old man. 


4 
Thy years are newly grey, his newly green? 
His youth may live to ſee what thine hath ſeen: 
He is thy parallel: his preſent tage 
And thine are the two tropicks ot man's age 


8 Q 3 


Hiereglyph. XI. 


Hieroglypb. XI. ”"_ 357 
ECCLESIASTES II. 9. 


Rejoice, O young man, and let thy heart cheer 
thee, but not, &c. 


* cd 
— 


I 
OW flux, how alterable is the date 
Of tranſitory things ! 
How hurry'd on the clipping wings 
Of time, and driv'n upon the wheels of fate |: 
How one condition brin 
The leading prologue to another ſtate ! 
No tranfitory things can laſt : 
Chance waits on time, and time is wing'd' with haſte ;. 
Time preſent's but the ruin of time pat. 


4 
Behold how change hath inch'd away thy ſpan 
And how thy light doth burn + _ 
Nearer and nearer to thine urn. 
For this dear waſte what ſatisfaction can 
Injurious time return 
Thy ſhorten'd days, but this, the tile of man? 
And what's a man? a cask of care, 
New tunn'd and working: he's a middle ſtair 


"Twixt birth and death; a blaſt of full-ag'd air. 


3 
His breaſt is tinder, apt to entertain 


The ſparks of Crp1i4's fire, 
Whoſe new-blown flames muſt now enquire: 
A wanton julep out, which may reftrain 
: T0 rage of = deſire, F 
Whoſe painful pleaſure is but pleaſtngpain : 
His Mies a gekneſs that dotk riſe 1 
From a hot liver, whilſt his paſſion lies 
Expecti ng cordials from * miſtreſs eyes. 
4. 
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358 Hierogiypb. XI. 
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His flage is ſtrow'd with thorns, & deck'd with flow'rs. 
His year ſometimes appears 
A minute; and his minutes, years: 
His doubtful weathers, ſun-ſhine mixt with ſhow'rs; 
His traffick, hopes and fears; | 5 
His lite's a medley, made of ſweets and ſours ; 
His pains reward his ſmiles and pouts; 
His diet is fair langnage mixt with flouts ; 
He is a nothing, all compos'd with doubts. 


3 


Do, waſte thine inch, proud ſpan of living earth, - 

Conſume thy golden days 
In flaviſh —— ; let thy ways 

Take beſt advantage of thy frolick mirth; 
Thy ſtock of time decays, 

And laviſh plenty ſtill fore runs a dearth : 

The bird that's flown may turn at laſt ; 
And painful labour may repair a waſte, 
But pains nor price can call my minutes paſt, _ 


n 
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Hieroglyph. XI. 
BEN. 


Expect great joy when thou ſhalt lay down the mind 


359- 


of a child, and deſerve the ſtile of a wiſe man; for at 
thoſe years ch11ahord 15 paſt, but oftentimes childiſpne(ſs 
remaineth ; ana achat is worſe, thou haſt the authority 


of a man, but the voice of a child. 


< EPIG II. 
Jo the declining. man. 


Why ſtand'ſt thou diſcontented ? is not he 


As equal diſtant from the top as thee ? 
What then may cauſe thy diſcontented frown ? 


He's mounting up the bill ; thou plodding down. 
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Flreroglyph. XII. 361 


DE UTE RONOM 33. 25. 


As thy days, ſo ſball thy ftrength be. 


The poſt e 
Of ſwift-foot time 
Hath now at length begun 
The kalends of our middle ſtage: 
The number'd ſteps that we have gone, do ſhow- 
The number of thoſe ſteps we are to go: 
The buds and bloſſoms of our age 
Are blown, decay'd and gone, 
And all our prime | 
| 1S WRT: 5 
And what we boaſt too much, we have leaſt cauſe to boaſt 


Ah me! 
There is no reſt: 
Our time is always fleeing 
What rein can curb our head- ſtrong hours? 
They poſt away : they paſs we know not how: 
Our now. is gone, be ore we can ſay now + 
Time paſt and future's none of ours: 
That hath as yet no being; 
And this * ceaſt 
To be: | 
What is, is only ours: how ſhort a time have we! 


And 
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And now 
Apollo's ear 
Expects harmonious ſtrains, 
New minted from the Thracian lyre ; 
For now the virtue of the twi-fork'd hill 
Inſpires the raviſh'd fancy, and doth fill 
The veins with Pegaſe#an fire: 
And now thoſe iteril brains 
That cannot ſhow, 
Nor bear 
Some fruits, ſhall never wear Apollo's ſacred bow. 


Exceſs 
And ſurfeit uſes 
To wait upon theſe days ; 
Full feed and flowing cups of wine 
Conjure the fancy, forcing up a ſp'rit 
By th' eaſy magick of debauch'd delight; 
Ah! pity, twice- born Bacchus vine 
Should ſtarve Apollo's bays, 
And drown thoſe muſes 
That bleſs : 
And calm the peaceful foul, when ſtorms of care oppreſs. 


Strong light, 
Boaſt not thoſe beams 
That can but only raiſe 
And blaze a while, and then away : 
There is no ſolſtice in thy day 

The midnight glory lies 

Betwixt th' extreams 

Of night, 
A glory foil'd with ſhame, and fool'd with falſe delight. 


Haſt 
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Hieroglyph. XII. 363 


Haſt thou climbed up to the full age of thy few 
days? look backwards, and thou ſhalt 9. the frailty 
of thy youth, the folly of thy childhood, and the waſte 
of thy infancy : look forwaras, thou ſhalt ſee the cares 


of the world, the troubles of thy mina, the diſeaſes of 
thy body. 


E PIG. 12. 
To the middle-aged. 
Thou that art prancing on the luſty noon 


Of thy full age, boaſt not thy ſelf too ſeon : 
8 8 to wail 3 fickle ſtate; 


Take heed, thou' lt brag too ſoon, or boaſt too late. 
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Et Martem 
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Hieroglyph. XIII. 365 


JOHN 3. 30. 
He muſt increaſe, but I muſt decreafe. 


18 voids the table, dinner's done; 
And now our day's declining ſun 

Hath hurried his diurnal load 

To th' borders of the weſtern road; 

Fierce Phlegon, with his fellow ſteeds, 

Now puffs and pants, and blows and bleeds, 

And froths and fumes, remembring (till 

Their laſhes up th' Olympick hill, 

Which having conquer'd, now diſdain 

The whip, and champ the frothy rein, 

And with a full career they bend 

Their paces to their journy's end: 

Our blazing taper now hath loſt 

Her better Yah nature hath croſt 

Her forenoon book, and clear d that ſcore, 

But ſcarce gives truſt for ſo much more: 

And now their gen'rous {ap forſakes 

Her ſeir grown twig : a breath ev'n ſhakes 

The down ripe fruit ; fruit foon divore'd 

From her dear branch, untouch'd, unforc'd. 

Now ſanguin Yenus doth begin 

To draw her wanton colours in, 

And flees neglected in diſgrace, 

Whilſt Mars ſupplies her lukewarm place: 

Blood turns choler : what this age 

Loſes in ſtrength it finds in rage : 

That rich enamel, which, of old, 


Damask'd the downy check, and told 


o 3 


366 Fereghpb. XIII. 


A harmleſs guilt, unmask d, is now 
Worn off from the aud :cious brow ; 
Luxurious dalliance, midnight revels, 
Looſs riot, and thoſe venial evils 

Which inconfid'rate youth of late 

Could plead, now want an advocate :: 
And what appear'd in former times 
Whiſp'ring as faults, now roar. as crimes: | 
And now all ye whoſe lips were wont- 

To drench their coral in the font 

Ot fork'd Parnaſſus; you that be 

The ſons of Phabus, and can flee 

On wings of fancy to diſplay 

The flag of high invention, ſtay, 

Repoſe your quills, your veins grow ſour, 
Tempt not your ſalt beyond her pow'r ; 
If your pall'd fancies but decline, 

Cenſure will ſtrike at ev'ry line 

And wound your names, the pop'lar ear- 
Weighs what you are, not what you were: 
Thus hackney-like, we tire our age, 


Spur-gall'd with change from ſtage to ſtage. . 
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Hieroglyph. XIII. 367 


Seeſt thou the daily light of the greater world ; 
when attained to the higheſt pitch of meridian glory, 
it ſtayeth not, but by the ſame degrees it aſcended, it 
deſcenaeth. And is the light of the leſſer world more 
perquanent ? continuance is the child of eternity, not 


of time. 


'EPIG. 13. 
Jo the Joung man. 


Young man, rejoice ; and let thy rifing days 

Cheer thy glad heart: think'ſt thou theſe uphill ways 
Lead to death's dungeon ? no, but know withal, 

A riſing's but a prologue to a fall. 
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Hieroglyph. XIV. 369 


JOHN 12. 35. 


Yet a little while is the light with yon. 


1 


HE day grows old, the low pitch'd lamp hath made 
No leſs than treeble ſhade, | 
And the deſcending damp doth now prepare | 
T' uncurl bright Tirau's hair; 
Whoſe weſtern wardrobe now begins t' unfold 
Her purples, fring'd with gold, 
To cloath his ev'ning glory, when th' alarms 
Of reſt ſhall call to reſt in reſtleſs T hetis arms. 


2 


Nature now calls to ſupper, to refreſh 
The ſpirits of all fleſn; __ | 
The w_ plowman drives his thirity teams, 
To taſte the ſlipp'ry ſtreams : 2 
The droiling ſwine-herd knocks away, and feaſts 
His hungry whining gueſts : 
The box-bill owzle, = the dapled thruſh 


Like hungry rivals, meet at their beloved buſh, 


3 


And now the cold autumnal deus are ſeen 
To cob-web ev'ry green ; 
And by the low-ſhorn rowens doth appear 
The faſt declining year : 
The fapleſs branches doff their ſummer ſuits 
And wain their winter fruits; | 
And ftormy blaſts have forc'd the quaking trees 
To wrap their trembling limbs in ſuits of moſly freeze. 
_— 


370 Hieroglyph. XIV. 


4 
Our waſted taper now hath brought her light g 
To the next door to night ; i 


Her ſprightleſs flame grown with great ſnuff, doth turn 
Sad as her neighb'ring urn: 
Her ſlender inch, that yet unſpent remains, 
Lights but to further pains, | | 
And in a filent language bids her gueſt 7 
Prepare his weary limbs to take eternal reſt, 


Now careful age hath pitch'd her painfulplough 
Upon the furrow'd brow ; 

And ſnowy blaſts of diſcontented care 

Have blanch'd the falling hair: 

Suſpicious envy, mixt with jealous ſpight, 
Diſturbs his weary night » 

He threatens youth with age ; and now, alas ! 

He owns not what he is, but vaunts the man he was: 


6 


Grey hairs, purſue thy days, and let thy paſt 

. 1 to * fal e 1 
Thoſe haſty wings that hurry'd them away, 

Will give theſe days no day: 
The conſtant wheels of nature ſcorn to tire 

Until her works expire : l 

That blaſt that nipt thy youth will ruin thee; (tree. 
That hand that ſhook the branch, will quickly ſt rike the 


r 


S. CHRIS. 


tn 


Hieroglyph. XIV. 


8. CHRIS. 


Grey hairs are honourable, when the behaviour ſuits 
*1th grey hairs: but when an antient man hath chila- 
iſh manners, he becometh more ridiculous than a child. 


SEN. 


T hou art in vain attained to old years, that repeat. 
eſt thy yourhfulneſs. 


371 


E P16 14 
To the yout bh. 


Seeſt thou this good old man? he repreſents 

Thy future, thou his preterperfect tenſe: 

Thou go'ſt to labours, he prepares to reſt: 

Thou break l thy faſt, he ſups; now which is beſt? 
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Hieroglypb. XV. 373 
PSALM go. 10. 


The days of our years are threeſcore years and 
zen. 


I 
| 80 have I ſeen th' illuſtrious prince of light 
Riſing in glory from his crocean bed, 
And tampling down the horrid ſhades of night. 
Advancing more and more his conqu'ring head, 
Pauſe firſt, decline, at length begin to ſhroud 
His tainting brows within a cole- black cloud. 


2 


So have I ſeen a well - built caſtle ſtand 
Upon the tip- toes of a lofty hil, 
Whoſe active pow'r commands both ſea and land, 
And curbs the pride of the beleag'rer's will: 

At length her ag'd foundation tails her truſt, 

And lays her tott'ring ruins in the duſt. 

3 

So have I ſeen the blazing taper ſhoot 
Her golden head into the feeble air, 8 
Whoſe ſhadow-guilding ray, ſpread round about, 
Makes the foul face of black-brow'd darkneſs fair; 


Til at the length her waſting glory fades, 
And leaves the night to her invet' rate ſhades. 


4 

Ev'n ſo this little world of living clay, 
The pride of nature, glorify'd by art, ies of 
Whom earth adores, and all her hoſts obey, 


Ally'd to hcav'n by hisdiviner part, 
Triumphs a while, then droops and then deca 
And worn by age, death cancels all his days. 


That 


374 Hieroghyph. XV. 


J 
That glorious ſun, that whilom ſhone ſo bright, 
Is now ev'n raviſh'd from our darken'd eyes: | 
That ſturdy caſtle, man'd with ſo much might, 
Lies now a mon'ment of her own diſguiſe : 
That blazing taper, that diſdain'd the puff ö 
Of troubled air, ſcarce owns the name of ſnuff. 


TS | 4 
Poor bed-rid man! where is that glory now, 
Thy youth ſo vaunted ? where that majeſty 
Which ſat enthron'd upon thy manly brow ? 
Where, where that braving arm? that daring eye? 
Thoſe buxom tunes ? thoſe Bacchanalian tones ? 
Thoſe ſwelling veins? thoſe marrow flaming bones? 


| 7 
Thy drooping glory's blurr'd, and proftrate lies 
Grov'ling in duſt ; and frightful horror, now, 
Sharpens the glances of thy gaſhful eyes; 
Whilſt fear perplexes thy diſtracted brow : 
Thy panting breaſt vents all her breath by groans, 
And death enerves thy marrow-waſted bones. 


8 


Thus man that's born of woman can remain 

But a ſhort time: his days are full of ſorrow ; 

His life's a pennance, and his death's a pain; 

Springs like a flow'r to day, and fades to morrow ; 
His breath's a bubble, and his day's a ſpan : 
*Tis glorious miſery to be born a man. 
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C IPR. 


When eyes are dim, ears deaf, viſage pale, teeth 
decayed, kin withered, breath taintea, pi pes furred, 
knees trembling, hand fumbli ng, feet failing, the ſud- 
den downfall of thy fleſhly houſe is near at hand. 


a S. AUGUST. 
All vice wax old by age: covetouſueſi alone grow- 
£th young. 
7 
EPIG. 15. 
To the Infant. 


* 


hat he doth ſpend in groans, thou ſpend'R in tears: 

gment and — th's g alike, in both your years g 
He $ , fo = thou; what diff rence then? 
He's an old infant; ; thou, a young old man. 


FINIS 


B OO K&S Printed for D. Midwinter, 4 


Betteſworth and C. Hitch, S. Ballard 
J. Batley and F. Mood, S. Birt, A. Na 2 


and 7. Clarke in Duck Lane. 


Oll's Geo phy, Folio 20 
Fidde's —_ Folio 16 
Hatton's Comes Comerci] J 2 
Eachard's Gazetteer, 2 parts "= 
Nelſon” 5 Laws and Calfome of Manors 5 
Ward's Nuptial Dialogues, 2 Vol. 6 
Eachard's Geography I 
Buchanan's Hiſtory of Scotland, 2 Vol. 12 
Barrow's Euclid 5 
Leybourn' s Compleat Surveyor, Folio 15 
Handley's Colloquia Chirurgica, 8 vo 2 
— his Mechanical Eſſays, 8vo 5 
Perſian Letters, in 2 Vol, 12mo . 
| Turner's Surgery, 2 vol. 8vo 10 
Gorden's Geographical Grammar 5 
Pantheon by Andrew Took, A. M. 4 
D Foe's Works, in 2 Vol. 8vo 12 
Univerſal Library, 2 Vol. 8vo 12 
Engliſh Liberties 4 
Travels of a Gentleman from London to Rome a 
on Foot 
Burkit's Poor Man's Help 1 
arles's Poems i | 3 
Ward's _ Quizot, 2 Vol. i 
Moors En $ Intereſt I 
Vauban — 8ro 6 
Culpeper s Ergliſh Phyſician 2 
Midwife FEELS 2 
—— — Diſpenſatory / 2 


o O0oOO&OOO aA A. O0DODOOcO aac oo nco allo Us Rh. 


N OOO O0 ß˙ OO O OoOOOo OOo %% % OOO 0000 


